





Rieht Clothes 
of Right Fabric 


Mean protection to your body from 
brush, chill winds and showers, plus solid 
comfort. The best fabric for all these pur- 
poses,—for fishing, hunting, camping and 
hiking suits is 


FORESTRY CLOTH 


(SHADE 65 
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Pure wool, unfinished worsted, firmy woven—soft 
nd pliable. Gray-green in color; all weights. This 
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| Shaving 
Stick 


Have you used Williams’ 
Holder-Top Shaving Stick ? 
If not, you have missed the 
acme of shaving stick per- 
fection. 











The Holder-Top Stick producesthe 
abundant and soothing lather that 
characterizes all of Williams’ shav- 
ing preparations. 





The nickeled holder, in which one 
end of the stick is fastened, en- 
ables you to hold the stick easily 
and firmly from first to 
last, and your fingers need 
never touch the soap. 
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Williams’ Shaving Stick 
(in the Hinged-cover Nickeled Box) 
Williams’ Holder-Top Shaving Stick 
Williams’ Shaving Powder 
(in the Hinged-cover Nickeled Box 
Williams’ Shaving ‘Cream (in Tubes) 


Address THE J. B. WILLIAMS CO. 
Dept. A, Glastonbury, Conn. 








SPECIAL OFFER 


Men’s Combination 
Package | 


consisting of a liberal trial 
sample of Williams’ Holder- 
Top Shaving Stick, Shaving 
Powder, Shaving Cream, Jer- 
sey Cream Toilet Soap, Violet 
Talc Powder and Dental 
Cream. Postpaid for 24 cents 
instamps. A single sample of 
either of theabove articles sent 
for + cents in stamps. 





Four forms 
same good quality: 















 Abtaxshavinn nie | © 


Williams Talc Powder 
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Fortieth 
Anniversary 


Offer 


FOREST AND STREAM 


will issue a fortieth 
\ugust 16th. 


anniversary number on 
We want to have 


40,000 SUBSCRIBERS 


on our list by that However, we 


want only 


TRUE SPORTSMEN 


in our family, who are 
ing, shooting, camping, 
archery, trap-shooting, 
history or conservation. 
est sportsmen’s journal in 
a reliable guide for the selection of out- 
door equipment. We want readers who 
can be counted upon to 


SUPPORT OUR ADVERTISERS 


If you are a sportsman the 
proposition will appeal to you 


SPECIAL OFFER 


One year’s subscription to 
STREAM (52 issues) and a 


time. 


interested in fish- 
yachting, canoeing, 
kennel, natural 
This is the old- 
America, and is 


following 


FOREST AND 
portfolio of 


game birds and fishes in North America, 
combined value $9.00, at the special price 
of $4.40 


THIS PORTFOLIO 


contains forty superb, lithographed plates 
—twenty of game birds by J. L. Ridgeway, 


and twenty of game fishes by S. F. Den- 
ton. These plates are printed on heavy 
coated paper measuring 934 by 12 inches. 
Their lifelike drawing, rich beauty of col- 
oring and wonderful accuracy have 


admiration. It is a 
for den, 


unbounded 
and charming decoration 
or clubhouse. 


SEND TEN CENTS 


for specimen picture, current issue of For- 
EST AND STREAM, and descriptive circular 
of our club payment plan. 


aroused 
suitable 
library 


Forest and Stream Publishing Co. 
127 Franklin Street, New York City 
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| Outdoor W orld 


CasparW hitney 


July Vacation Number 


Tells you how to TAKE A HOLIDAY ON 


UNCLE SAM; or GO GYPSYING. It has 
articles which stir your imagination, like, for 
instance, THE MAGIC CANOE—THE UN- 
SEEN PLAYER, and is full of vacation sug- 
gestions, touching every phase of outdoor 
recreation. 

You will not be able to resist the lure 
of its photographs, 


Outdoor World 
& RECREATION 


is a popular outdoor magazine built for men 
and women and illustrated with photos of 
their play-days. It is an outdoor enthusiast 
that stands for recreation, wild-life protection, 
conservation, lean sport and fair play. 


Be sure and buy a copy of the July number 
—the leading outdoor magazine. 
For sale at news-stands. 
25c. PER COPY $2.50 A YEAR 


OUTDOOR WORLD PUBLISHING COMPANY 
4-6 Duane Street New York, N. Y. 
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ng dogs and live game, and in s 





exchanging or obtaining rifles, shotguns, revolvers, canoes, tents, fishing rods and tackle, sporting properties, cameras, 
ee, ae aL: . 1° ° , “ae —_ 1 } 
Dinoculars, or anything else in which sportsmen are interested. You undoubtedly have something you want to dispose 


1 1 1 a> ae ° — ’ - ae : 
ot Dy sale,or exchange. Advertise it here. The rate 1s 0c. a word tor straigrt reading matter,or $5 aninchtor display. i 





KENNEL, PET STOCK AND LIVE GAME — | POX SALE DOGS! Seners, pointers, fox, eat and wolt 


hounds; coon, ‘possum and ounds; deer, bear 

and cougar hounds; also rabbit hounds \ll dogs shipped 
on trial, purchaser alone to judge the quality; satistac- a 
or money refunded Send five cents 


a tion guaranteed noney 1 : 1 
stamps for 50-page illustrated catalogue. Blue Grass Farm 
Kennels, Berry, Ky. 
RABBIT, COON and beagle hounds for sale; trial al 


lowed; stamp for circular. Comrade Kennels, Bucy- 














rus, O 
WANTED— Bit dc for training, twenty-three year 
_ experience; good ices; t s reasonable and satis 
faction guaranteed. <A. E. Seidel, Danville, Pa i Be 
D. 2. 





WANTED—Pointers at aa in Gene ceame 
e plenty Also tw roken dogs for sale H. H. Smith, 
O. K. Kennels. Marydel, Md ; 


FOR SALE- English, Llewe ups and 
traine dogs, pointers, spaniels retrievers, good | 
stock, prices reasonable. Enclo lescriptions. 
K eps D H Ith Vi d I orough bred Kennels, Atlant va 
oP ogs Fiealthy, Vigorous an WANTED—LIVE CRANES, HERONS, SWANS 











j GEESE, DUCKS, LOONS, SHORE BIRDS, GAME 
2 good Coat. BIRDS prc. W 1 1 have ny f these s please 
riety, number, conditior | 





I am the oldest establ nd 
Made of Clean Sweet Meat, Cereals id water bird ice. 
rts o he riley 
and Flour ticut 
” — MISCELLANEOUS 
Crisp, Clean, Appetizing WANTED—Mude heeding ihe, at weldla, cory small 
“Ask the Man Who Feeds It” size. H. W. Crowell, 6433 Greenwood <Ave., Chicago, 


Ill. 
BIG MONEY WRITING SONGS-—-We have paid 
sands of dollars to song writers—send us your poems 
or melodies. Acceptance guaranteed if available by 
largest, most successful concern of the kind. We publish, 
ST PAUL BREAD CO advertise, secure copyright in your name and pay 50 per 
. e cent if successful. Hundreds of delighted clients Write 
to-day for Big Magazine, Beautiful Illustrated Book and 


St Paul, Minn. examination of your work ALL FREE. Dugdale Co., 
- 72 i I. ¢ 


2 Dugdale Bldg., Washington, 


Send for Booklet D and Free Sample 








FLY FISHERS—Do you want the very best flies made? 
















































f so, try Howarth’s; they were awarded medal and 
" dip lomas at London, °83, Paris, 1900, and St. Louis, 1904 
Airedale Farm Kennels Sample 10c, catz logue free. S. Howarth, 517 N. Pine 
. | Colo o Sp xs olo 
Spring Valley, N.Y. lorado Springs, Colo. 
‘ > EE "STRATE > > 7 nn AN . 
The largest Farm Home for FREE ILLUSTRATED BOOK tells about_ 300,000 p 
Airedale Terriers in the coun- tected positions in I - SS. service s CPhousands 
2 ty Always have all eges of vacancies every year. There is a big chance for you 
ered Stock for shunting, | sure and generous pay, life-time employ: ent Just ask 
watch dogs, companions and CHUMS FOR CHILDREN | for booklet S-86. No obligation. Earl Hopkins, Wash 
ington, D. ; 
Asan all around dog no breed on earth equals the Airedale wat no — ———$—_—__—_ — 
kennelin America can furnish better stock. Prices from $25.00 up. WE iH AVE ON HAN D the orig sed yr 
_ the indsome cover designs n n 1 
| Fretp AND STREAM These aint- 
RED CUBAN GAMES | gs, about 21” x 30” in size, a ck 
ions for your den or dining roon All the let 
9 you want the gamest t | is been put on in water-color, so that it may be 5 
want the most beat reifu game {c or ind readily removed withou ring the painting. Write or 
‘ nee’ Guten rst ; Ais of call for further 1 n prices, etc. Field and d 
: sdsomest catalozue with cuts of Stream Pub. Co.. 456 Fourth Ave., N. Y. City 
the finest Game Cocks on Eartt JULIAN’S BAIT is the best bait for fotos since fishing 
GEORGE W. MEANS, first began. Better send me a RETURN envelope ad 
dressed to yourself and be convinced. George H. Julian 
Concord, North Carolina Albany Bldg., Boston, Mass. ' 
po - : = FOR SALE—Milan fishing reel No. 3, German silver 
THE CELE BRATED HU NGARI \N and English pheas- Price new $21.00. Used very little. Will sell for $15.00 
ants and partridges, capercailzies, black gan wild Address \ alley Supply Co., Frankfort, Ky. 
turkeys, quail, rabbits, deer, ete., for stocking purposes. | FOR SALE Sporting goods and bicycle store. Estab 
Fancy pheasants, peafowls, cranes, storks, ornamental geese | lished ten years on Main St. Fine location, large store, 
and ducks. foxes, squirrels, ferrets, etc. All kinds of c’eap rent. Invoices $4500, a bargain at $3000. T. F . 
birds and animals bought and sold. Wm. J. Mackensen, Henninger Sporting Goods Co., Memphis, Tenn. 


Naturalist. Dept. N, Yardley, Pa. me 7) “ = 
as ! uaiey, a BUFFALO ROBES CHEAP—From my private collection 


FOR SALE—Fine Irish setter bitch, three years old. I offer for quick sale at a bargain three fine buffalo 
Well broken. Fine nose. Retriever. W. R. Calhoun, robes; also one polar bear rug. FRANCIS E. LESTER, 
Greenwich, N. Y. Mesilla Park, N. M. 
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**EVERYMAN " Copyright, 1912 
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A pure, sparkling, foaming Lager Beer at a cost of one 
cent a class can be made in @ te w minutes in yourown 
home with “AMBREW’ rere rated Beer Extract. 
Just by the addition of wate erience, he ap- 
i paratus, no trouble, UAMBREW" a concentration of 
the finest Barley M a and Hops, the same ingredients | 
- used by all brewers for brewing the best beer, Not a Near | 
I stitute, but a real Lager aeer having its | 
5 th cole nr xicating prope s. Tho usands 
‘ ustomers 
UMERE® s WHAT THEY ALL WANT 
r Secure ex itory quick, Enormous dem ancl, sells | 
fa ey Can bi ld any where | A 
STRICTLY LEGITIMATE LICENSE "REQUIRED. n 
ryi quick 


Small, co OOKLI T “se. Your Dealer 
elling plans. 


The AMBREW Congeny, Dep't 18 1876, Cincinnati, 0. What He 


——— _ || Thinks of 
NEWFOUNDLAND PAD 


a Gentleman is 
A Country of Fish and Game 


si PAD 
A ee 'y * a and Angler Boston 3 G arter 
eal Canoe Trips Vitec . 
@ The Country traversed by the Reid Newfound- ups 


| 


land Company's system is exceedingly rich in all | Holds Your Sock 
kinds of 


fish and game. 


q@ All along the route of the Railway are streams 1 Smooth as Your Skin 
ome OF Fag Ain pryaeete ors A pheanted 4 snes and is well worth asking for by name. It is the 
Information cheerfully given upon application te thoroughbred garter for the man who is careful about 
bey N. JOHNSTONE, inant Mimess Gane the details of good dress and mindful of his comfort. 
| Lisle, 25 cents Everywhere Silk, 50 cents 


GEORCE FROST CO., Makers, BOSTON 


Essential in 


the Dress of 











© 
J. 











REID NEWFOUNDLAND COMPANY 
ST. JOHN’S NEWFOUNDLAND 


_—-s GAME: BIRDS Want to Swap Guns? 
































Hungerian Partridges, Quail, Ring-neck Pheasants, 
Wild Turkeys, Capercailzie, Black Game, Wild Ducks, ; ; 1 
Decoys. Beautiful Swans, Fancy Pheasants, Peafowl, change with you for any other firearm you may want 
Cranes, Storks, Ornamental Ducks and Geese. Write me what you have, what you want, and I will 
**Everything in the bird line make you an offer by return mail. 

from a Canary toan Ostrich.”’ =) |: | S.J. FRANCIS, Adams Sq., Boston, Mass. 
r | = n America, and have on hand a 
st extensive stock in the United States. 


G. D. TILLEY, Naturalist Box “F. & S.” Rupanded THE AUTO-PNEUMATIC SWIMMING BELT 
D — 


ARIEN, CONN. The Ne Plus Ultra Life Preserver (Cork isn't in it 


SELF-INFLATING ON ADJUSTMENT 
WEIGHS 1 LB 
MODERN HOTEL $2.00,$2.50 day Folds to 5x6 in. Waterproof Inde- 
: “ $3.00 (with Bath) structible. This practical safety ap- 
Cottages —-Rent or Sale on Fishing Grounds, Guides and 
Power Boat 1 man $3.00; 2 men $4.00 day. Channel Bass, 


planes protects sea travellers and 
overs of aquatics from drowning 
Kings, Trout, Hog Fish ‘Galore. 

Send for booklet. 


Price $3. 
A. H. G. Mears, Wachapreague, Eastern Shore, Va. Aato-P neumatic Swimming Beit, inc., 309 Broadway, New York 


I will pay cash for your gun, rifle, or pistol, or ex 
1 




















Mustrated Booklet, Dealers, or by Mai 


































Are You An Qutdoors-Man 7 — 
| . 
Do You L H Fish and ? 
o You Love to Hunt, Fish and Camp? 4 ¢ 
5 ‘ . 
4 Then how do you mandgge to stumble along through life without We want to get acquainted with you! So here is a special i \/ \ 
FIELD a STREAM? troductory offer, We'll send you @ two-piece, five-foot bait rod— , 
« pe 4 fra otek reset rep - chmouth the breath the wee split bamboo tip, solid wood butt, nickel fittings—and a three & 
1 Stream brings to you each month the ne pine- ’ 3 — 2 . 
plash of the stream, the atmosphe an months’ trial subscription to FIELD AND STREAM, both for . $1.00 
the practical articles by the pede fi in 
Cie eee cocci 2 ‘ — Split bamboo rod, regular ny + $1.50 
by men who have actually ‘been there There Scncuth ethenttaiien 0 45 Both 
jonas that will make your future trips more ad pg 
odges” and “‘stunts"’ devised by practical men $1.95 
lifetime's experience. Field and Stream is the shortcut that will 
hem to you this year! Send us your name and address, and mention where you saw 
Get posted, too, on our $3,000 Prize Fishing Contest. Perhaps you this adv, together with a One-Dollar “William” foday, for thia 
Cauchta Prize Winner last year and didn’t know it. Look over the offer is limited to a supply of 150 rods we have been able to 
prizes and conditions, and records of last year's winners now running secure at a special rate. 
and find out what you missed 
« B 
T F ee 
ad 
e F FIELD AND STREAM, 453 Fourth Ave., New York City 2 » 3 
= =_ 





ape guarantee advertising on this and opposite page ‘provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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MANHATTAN. BEACH 


i pli, ' NEW YORK’S MOST POPULAR AND 
Ya a? a FASHIONABLE RESORT BY-THE-SEA 


Where sea-side joys 
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f Manhattar 
Unsurpassed surf bathing. Deep sea fishing. 
~ Celebrated mus‘cal concerts. Tennis corrts, 
f Famous out-door restaurant, Boating, sailing | 


ORIENTAL HOTEL 


Opens June 26 European Plan 
ri adant’s Orchestra andl 
Auto roads lead direct to Hotel entrance. 
Garage and parking accommodations. 
JOSEPH P, GREAVES, Marager. 
Booking Office 243 Fifth Ave. Florida East Coast Hotel Co 
Telephones, 9230 and 9231 Madison Square. 











A Master-Model 
That Solves “Typewriter Problems” 


You've heard of the “master key” that 
fits every lock—did you ever hear of a 
Master-Model of a Typewriter? 


One Standard Model 
for ALL Purposes 


One Typewriter With 
the Combined Advan- 
tages of Many! 


“ Think cf all the combined advantages of several typewriters you have seen, concentrated in ONE standard writing- 
machine that handles perfectly every known form of general correspondence and does card-writing and condensed 
billing besides without a single extra attachment to complicate the mechanism or add extra cost to your 
typewriter equipment— and you will have a fairly good conception of the MASTER-MODEL of the Royal!” 


Write for the “Royal Book”-—or Send for a “Royal Man” 


ROYAL TYPEWRITER COMPANY 


Royal Typewriter Building 366 Broadway, New York 
Branches and Agencies the World Over 
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The Easy Way to Select 
Your Motor Boat 


First, write and get our three valuable and 
helpful books about marine engines and com- 
plete motor boats. 

Our Big Engine Book “M” tells you all 
about Gray Motors—shows you how they are 
made and gives you a world of valuable in- 
formation about marine engines in general— 
their design, construction, care and operation. 


Makes the right selection an easy matter, 
even for the inexperienced. 

Then there is our Boat Builders Catalog— 
the only book of its kind ever published— 
showing the products of the country’s leading 
boat builders. 

Practically every type of boat is illustrated 
and described fishing and hunting boats, 
pleasure launches, canoes, hydroplanes, speedy 
runabouts and cruisers and prices given are for 
complete outfits with Gray Motors installed. 


Shows you exactly where to get what you 


want in the easiest, quickest and most eco- 
nomical manner. 


**A Book of Boats’’ tells you about motor 
boats and Gray Motors from the owners’ view- 
point. Contains over 200 illustrations of boats 
of practically every type and size, collected 
from all parts of the world. Gives the owners’ 
actual experiences and shows results obtained 
under different conditions—a wonderful hel; 
especially for the inexperienced motor boat 
purchaser. 


From no other one source can this same 
information be obtained—it shows the easy 
way to select the right engine—the right boat, 
and be assured of getting a complete outfit 
that will be economical, safe and dependable. 


And these books are easy to get—just send in 


your name ané@ address on a postal card stating that 
you are interested in an engine or a motor boat. 


Ask any questions you may care to—get the bene- 
fit of our boat buyers’ service. 


A GRAY MOTOR in your boat means absolute satisfaction 





Two Specials From Our Boat 
Builders Catalog 


18 FT. 


Motor Boat 
yg ge - 
6H. P. Gray 
Motor — reverse gear — automobile control. 
seaworthy, comfortable and spe _ 285 
ee ee 





Priceon k 


wee] - »wn frames 





or various 

} types of boats 

also given in 

the Boat Buil- 
dezs Catalog. 

Ft. family launch—a well made, comfort- 

18 able boat will carry 8 people with com- 

fort. A splendid outfit for inland lakes 

and rivers and for use at your summer 50 


Complete outfit equipped with a 
3 H. P. GRAY MOTOR , 142,50 
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Gray Motors are standard the world over and are 

made in sizes from 3 to 36 H. , 2 and 3 cylinders. 
For canoes, now boats — family le aunches, speed boats, 
work boats, yachts and cruisers. 


H.P. Guaranteed to develop 
7H.P. A wonder for power 
and economy Price with EO 


plete outfit, er 

to install .. 89,50 
H.P. Guaranteed to de- 
velop 4H. P. Price with 


complete outfit, poe 55 
toinstallin boat . 

Absolutely guaranteed by 

a big, responsible concern 





Over 1000 dealers sell Gray Motors and give Gray 
service. We have complete service stations in the 
large cities and boating centers throughout United 
States and Canada and can without question give 
our customers the finest service in the world. 


GRAY MOTOR CO. 


742 Gray Motor Bldg., DETROIT, MICH. 





All advertisements are 
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indexed—See page 2A 












































ZANE GREY 


For many years one of the principal contributors to 
Frecp anp Stream. Author, hunter, explorer and angler, 
‘ Zane Grey is one of the finest types of outdoor writers, 
‘ drawing his material from actual experience afield. His 
novel, “The Riders of the Purple Sage,”’ concludes in 
this issue. It was one of Harpers’ “best sellers,” and 
since the classic “Virginian” was written there has ,been 
no Western novel to equal it for dramatic strengtlf and 
A sustained interest. 

















JIM FRIDAY—GUIDE, COUNSELOR, AND FRIEND 


For twenty-two years he has escorted the white man through Canadian woods and waters and never lost 
a human life nor had an accident. 
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EIGHTEENTH YEAR JULY, 1913 NUMBER THREE 


WITH JIM FRIDAY AND HORACE ON 
W ASSAC-SI-NAGAMA 


THE SAME BEING A BIOGRAPHY OF AN INDIAN WHO NEVER HEARD OF ROBINSON CRUSOE AND 
A YOUNG CORN-MEAL-FED POET IN PERFECT KEY WITH THE HARMONIES OF NATURE 


BY ROBERT H. DAVIS 


ILLUSTRATED WITH PHOTOGRAPHS \VRENCHED FROM “HORACE” 


HEN a man finds himself in the clean in his dealings, so fine of purpose, 
W position of a Boswell, he must ac- that no one ever asked him for a receipt. 
cept the task cheerfully, tell the His son partook of his father’s upright- 
truth, and make it his business to hand ness and strength. inheriting his moth- 
down to posterity the fruit of his oppor- er’s color and, through her people, his 
tunities and the harvest of his observa- knowledge of the woods and waters. 
tions. There was not much frivol in Jim 
Most history is the record of a lie, but Triday, but there was great strength and 
the details I am about to give you are heroism and a sense of humor that I have 
facts, the narration of which brings back never before encountered in a red man. 
to me three days and nights in August on And yet in my lifetime I have known 
the shores of a lake so beautiful, in the Crows, Blackfeet, Apaches, Washoes, and 
midst of a country so wild, and an asso- Piutes. Ave, sir, I was born among the 
ciation so agreeable, that I cannot hope Nebraska Sioux. I knew Sitting Bull, 
to repeat them again in this lifetime. No and Red Cloud, and Captain Sam, and 
man may take more than his share of the Johnson Sides. Once I saw the bead-eyed 
world’s companionship or the earth’s Geronimo selling his pictures to the white 


beauty. . men after his conversion to the handiest 
Let me now introduce what dramat-_ religion. " 
ists call “the persons in the play”: But there is only one Jim Friday—six 


JIM FRIDAY: A guide who roams feet two inches of him—as fine an up- 
the waters and the mountains of Lake standing piece of flesh as ever trod a 
Temagami. He was born at James Bay moccasin. And he was mashed on cigars. 


forty-two years ago of a full-blooded “How much do you weigh, Jim?” I 
Ojibway mother and a Scotch sire. His asked him. 
paternal ancestor was an inspector for “For fourteen years, one hundred and 


the Hudson Bay Company, a man so_ seventy-four pounds,” was his reply. 
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rHE ONLY PHOT: EXTANT IN 


HORACE Is 


GRAPH WHICH 


SHOWN AT WORK 


“Once,” he continued, after deliberation, 
“IT weighed one hundred and seventy-five 
pounds. That day I had on a heavy pair 
Oo shoes. Ni ocd.” 

Imagine a man in such perfect con- 
dition year in and year out! 

It was no job for Jim 
four hundred 
One day he wanted to carry Horace, but 


which institu- 


lriday to make 


a portage with pounds. 
in his best Harvard, from 
tion he escaped in 1904, Horace retorted, 
“Not in a million years.” 

It is only fair at this juncture to make 
He was an 
wid 
wood and a bed of hemlock boughs to 


you acquainted with Horace. 
out-and-out-outer, preferring the 
any suite of apartments ever dealt out by 
a fashionable hotel. He was 
laced boots, regulation army shirts, and 
plaid When lic moved 
through the underbrush and encountered 


strong for 
mackinaws. 


suggested flashes 
full of 


patches of sunlight, he 


from a_ kaleidoscope, brilliance, 


variety, and chromatic beauty. He had 
thirty-six silk handkerchiefs, any one of 
which wou'd have put an Itatian sunset 


on the fritz, and if any living man can tie 
a bandanna around his neck as gracefully 


as Horace and with as many different 
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kinds of knots, I never ran across him. 
His fishing tackle built 


watch; his reels were engraved, and his 


was like a 


fly books might well have been designed 
by Mark Cross and decorated by James 


MacNeil Whistler. 
He was the first man to invade the 
Temagami region with a German Em- 


peror mustache—and get away with it. 

His one weakness, which not even his 
friends cou!d explain, was a passion for 
boiled corn meal, which he claimed had 
more nutriment, more real food units to 
the hundred pounds, than any other diet 
known to civilization. He 
stew-pan of this singular delicatessen 
five times a day. He liked it boiled or 
fried, hot or tried to get Jim 


could eat a 


cold, He 
Friday keyed up to the corn meal diet, 
with no whatever. Jim did his 
up as a bad job on the 
ground that his tonsils were in the 

But the Harvard boy, true to his prin- 
ciples, continued to boil corn meal over a 
slow fire with a liberal sprinkling of Bull 
Durham 


success 
best, but gave it 
way. 


cigarette ashes. There wasn't 


a pan or a skillet or a receptacle in the 


who'e camp that wasn’t bulging with the 
yel'ow stuff. The first day out he cooked 
enough to feed the G. A. R., and we had 
to dump it out of tin pie plates to get 


something to eat on. Large gobs of it 
lay about the place on birch-bark platters 
quivering in the crisp sunlight. But none 
of it went to waste. 

In order that this record of 
exact in all particulars, it is prop- 
er for me to relate here that the trip to 
Wassac from Inn was the 
result of a suggestion from my 
Harry Chariton, of the Grand 
who, one day, in the upper reaches of the 


events 
may be 
Temagami 
friend 
Trunk, 


Flatiron Building, whispered into my ear 
bass, its 
trout, and its necturnal splendor. When 
Charlton talked about this lake he drooled 
at the mouth. 

“You will have to make three portages 


the story of its wonders, its 


to get to it,” said he, “but there never 
was a bass lake like it in the world. It 


is as clear as a crystal, deep as the Grand 
Canyon, and laps the cleanest shores in 
Canada. The fish are the gamest in the 
world, and there is a whip-poor-will sing- 
ing on every island protruding from its 
placidity. 
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That is the reason Jim Friday and 
Horace and your humble historian hied 
themselves unto it for a three days’ pis- 
catorial orgy. 

After passing through the Lake of the 
Lone Loon, so called because it sounded 
eood to the ears of the aborigines, 
through Stinking Lake, thus named fo1 
the reason that tradition lined up an In- 
dian battle in which a large number of 
gcod Redmen were left out of cold stor- 
age; thence through a nameless pond, we 
came at last to Wassae, otherwise the 
Lake of the Shining Wood. It lay like a 
sapphire jewel in the lap of the surround- 
ing hills) The woodsman’s ax had never 
defiled its shores, along which the lily 
pads and the rushes trembled in the sum- 
mer breeze. 

We landed at noon, lit into the chow at 
record speed, and pitched camp. Within 
fifteen minutes afterward Horace was 
performing incantations over his corn 
meal. By sheer brute force we dragged 
him from his diabolical work. I got his 
attention away from the cooking school 
by a judicious exhibition of fishing tackle. 

In the meantime, Jim Friday had lo- 
cated a school of minnows and snatched 
them from their lair. We struck bass one 
hundred yards from the camp and took 
our share. They ran from two to three 
and one-half pounds. Never hath angler 
seen finer small-mouth fish. They were 
as hard as nails and clean like the 
hound’s tooth. 

From the bass waters we paddled to 
the deep trout pools and cornered a five- 
pounder. I tossed a spinner into a pick- 
erel bed and took out two wall-eyed pike. 

You will gather from these statistics 
that we were out for a course dinner— 
bass, trout and pike—the idea being to 
feed back over the same route for pike, 
trout and bass, always, of course, with 
corn meal to pack down the charge. 

We stowed it leisurely from 6:00 p. m. 
until dark, each man making his selection 
with fine discrimination. The incidental 
bacon and coffee and French fried pota- 
toes must, of course, be taken for granted. 

And then the sun, swimming in a sea 
of amethyst, sank in the West, melting 
into the meshes of the forest like a flood 
of gold spilled between the hilltops. 





Come with me, now, into the darkness 
which fell out of the East softly but 
swiftly. Sit, ye who would listen to Jim 
Friday unfold a tale, beside the campfire. 
Light your briars. Give ear and learn 
how a brave man stood face to face with 
death, his life’s blood running from a 
score of wounds, his body torn by ter- 
rible claws, his breath coming faintly 
across his hot lips, his clothes hanging in 
shreds from his lacerated body. 

This is the story that Jim Friday told 
Horace, of Harvard, and me under a 
starlit sky in Wassac, while the corn 
meal bubbled and the wind stirred rest- 
lessly through the hemlocks. This story 
came from Jim Friday haltingly. I can 
unfold it in ten minutes, yet the Redman 
consumed two hours, speaking with great 
deliberation between long intervals of 
silence. 





HORACE OF HARVARD, ALIAS THE CORN- 
MEAL KING, ALIAS THE KALEIDO- 
SCOPIC KID 





“ONCE I WEIGHED 
SEVENTY-FIVE 
HAD ON 


ONE 
POUNDS. 


HUNDRED AND 
THAT DAY I 
A HEAVY PAIR OF SHOES” 
“IT was twainty-one. I guess more strong 
than I am now—maybe a little bit crazy. 


I live up at James Bay then.  Plain-ty 


bear. Plain-ty snow. Sometimes | 
trap beaver, otter, mink. Y-a-s, pretty 
strong, too—strong enough for trap 
bear.” 


“How many bears have you trapped, 
Jim?” interpolated Horace, gobbling a 
cloud of Bull Durham and letting it run 
out of his ears. 

“Oh, no count. 
he trap me.” 

Whereat I laughed. 

“You pretty easy,’ continued 
Jim, settling a live coal against his cigar 
with his naked fingers. “You 
any bear?” 


Plain-ty. But one bear 


laugh 


ever sec 





“AS FINE AN UPSTANDING PIECE OF FLESH 
AS EVER TROD A MOCCASIN. AND 
HE WAS MASHED ON CIGARS 
“T did. Killed ’em in California,” said 


Horace, his eyes agleam with recollec- 
tions of his Leather Stocking days. 
“How close?” 
“Oh, a hundred yards.” 
“Y-a-s; this bear I tell you 
so far You listen. I give 
plain-ty time think about my bear. 
ter. 


about not 
you 
Win- 
My father have 
My brother Willie and 
and bait with 

home about three 

By God, he 
Very heavy.” 

He paused, stirred the fire, and smoked 
in peace. Horace unbuttoned his macki- 
naw and twirled the end of his mustache 
in respectful silence. 


away. 


Snow everywhere. 
some bear trap. 
me set 


one moose 


miles over 
was good trap. 


meat. 
Then go 


mountain. 

















“Next day, daybreak, I take my gun and 
go back, alone. You ever travel on snow 
shoe? Well, | go pretty fast. Just little 
5 light when | come up to trap. Well, that 
bear he lay all curled up beside piece of 
timber where I fasten trap. I think per- 
haps he daid. I never see bear look so 
sick, I laugh, too. But I have some 
sense; | take off snow-shoe. Then I walk 
up close. Snow very hard. No move. I 





bend over. He is trap on right paw.” 

Jim turned to Horace. “You never 
kick a bear?” 

“Not yet,” he replied, twirling the other 
spigot of his Emperor William. 

“I kick him,” said Jim, “‘and then he get 
up very quick. By God, I never saw bear 





get up so quick. He fly up.” 

Horace untied the silk handkerchief on 
his neck as if he were choking to death. 
“Then what?” he queried, after getting 
the proper relief. 


“He bat hell out of me in the jaw 
> With the trap. You see that scar?” Jim 
plowed his finger from the base of his 
forehead down across his temp!e. “That's 
what he do. I feel the blood come. Too 
close for shotgun. Muzzle loader. I fall 
backwards to get away. No good. I push 
my foot up in his belly. He rip my pants 
off my left leg. See what he do?” 





AFTER A NIGHT WITH HORACE, THE NOCTURNAL SACK-RACER, THE CAMP LOOKED MORE 
OR LESS CRIMPED 











BROUGHT FROM THE DOCK ON A TRUCK 
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Jim bared his swarthy dexter limb and 
displayed scars deep as though a cultivator 
had romped down from his thigh to his 
calf. 


“Then I roll over and back off. My 
gun get away. Look pretty bad for Jim 
Friday. No knife. I try to back away. 
[rap chain too long. He follow me. 
Once more he hit me soak with trap. 
See, he bust my ear. More blood. He 
knock me down hard. You ever been 
knocked down by bear?” 

Horace let his belt out a couple of 


holes. 

“T guess bear hit about five times hard 
as man hit. When I fall I roll over on 
my face. One swipe he stripped me. He 
rake my back twice. I show you some 
time. Then the chain catch him behind 
and trip him. I get up but he get up 
twice while I get up once, and once more 
Then I wish 
Willie three 


with the trap he smash me 
Willie he be there. But 
miles away. So we fight some more. 
Blood all over the snow now. He rip me 
on the side. Then I] get sick at my stom- 
ach. By God—no good.” 

“IT guess the blood did that for you,” 
ventured Horace, unbuttoning his shirt. 


“No,” said the Indian. “I see plain-ty 
b!ood before then. I no care for that. 
He butt me in the belly twice. I wish | 


had knife then. Every time I fall down 


I roll to get away. I think maybe I get 


gun. He keep right after me. Damn log 
not heavy enough. He pull it with him. 
I lose about two quarts blood, I guess, 


maybe three, because I bleed all over.” 
“Why didn’t you up and run?” 
asked Horace, ignoring the mush, which 
began to boi! over. 
Jim grinned and let it go at that. 
“The time I climb on my feet I 
r. Plain-ty weak. He snap at my 


get 


next 


stacogoe 
LAO 


leg and get his teeth in my long moccasin. 
Then I say ‘Good night, Jim Friday,’ and 
he smash me once more with bear trap. 
This time he knock me over by my gun, 


and you bet I take it, and quick like | 
never was before I give him two barrels 
in his throat. You never saw so much 
ood. It splash all over, hot, and blind 
me. And then something fall across my 
hody and red steam rise up. I almost go 
to sleep for one minute. And then I 
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crawl out, very slow, and lay down in the 
You ever see bear die so close?” 

Horace was mopping his forehead with 
three silk handkerchiefs. 

“You know, bear he got small eye, but 
take them off me till the last 
biood gone out of him.” 

Jim ceased his narrative and gazed into 
the depths of the shadows with a grim 
about his mouth. 
to be living the battle over again. 
flicker of the fire I could 
moisture about his forehead. 
see a pulsation at his temples. 


snow. 


he never 


He seemed 
In the 
thin 
I could even 


expression 


detect a 


Simultaneously Horace and I turned 
and looked behind us. I suppose you 
snow what we were looking for. Jim 


caught the movement and a grunt escaped 
him. After a long time he went on again. 

“I lay in the [ plain-ty weak. 
Then I get stiff. By and by I get some 
sense. I get on my hands and knees and 
crawl to tree. Then I get up and put on 
my snow-shoes. You listen, now: Four 
hours it take me to get home. You bet | 
stay home, too. In bed three weeks. Jim 
Iriday no geod all winter. | been 
I only carry four hun- 


When | was 


snow. 


nevel 
strong man since. 
dred and fifty pounds now. 


twainty-one, six hundred. You know any 
bear like that in California?” 
Horace was all through. The corn 


meal began to blister on the hot rocks 
and pop into the fire. He reached 
mechanically and tried to stir what was 
left. The encrusted spoon wabbled a bit 
and the 
struggled through the mush, 


ver 


sound of submerged clinkers 
A hoot owl 
in a distant pine broke in upon the si- 


lence. Young Leather Stocking strolled 


over to a bucket of water and drank 
two quarts without taking a breath. Jim 
leaned against the tree behind him and 


From the 
wreath of 
scattered in 


puffed his Havana peacefully. 
corn meal a thin 
heavenward and 


incinerated 
smoke TOse 
the zephyrs. 

* ” * x * * 


In the language of the late Samuel 


Pepys, “to-bed.” Horace, who was a 
night-walker, fastened himself into his 
blankets with safety-pins three inches 
long and passed into oblivion. He ex- 


plained to me that he had a habit of roll- 


out of bed, for which reason he 


ing 














With Jim Friday and Horace on Wassac-si-nagama 


thought it a rather good idea when he 
went rolling to take his bed with him. 

\s for myself, I stretched on the per- 
fumed bed of hemlock boughs, thinking 
of Jim Friday’s red past, not forgetting 
te give thanks for his intelligence in pitch- 
ing our camp that night on an island. Too 
much bear-talk after dark. 

Outside, through the flap of the tent, I 
caught a glimpse of Jim sousing the fire 
according to the ritual of all good guides, 
his cigar burned down to the very fringe 
mustache. I think he 
vent to bed with that punk. 

A sense of infinite peace fell upon me, 
It came like a 


of his attenuated 


creeping out of nowhere. 

caress. 
Distant 

ears faintly. 


night sounds struck upon my 
rhen I floated into dream- 
land, the only passenger on a great ship 
f state, drifting idly on a widening stream 

along on a lambent breeze per- 
fumed with spruce and pine. 

Suddenly my argosy of happiness re- 
ceived a violent shock which shivered her 
I awakened to find myself 
Outside the tent something 


reached out for 


timbers, and 
bolt upright 
Hopped and caverted. | 
Horace. //le was not there! 
In the 


novelists, “I da 


best 






language of some of our 


shed the sleep from my 
rhere 
starlight, searching the 


eyes” and emerged from the tent. 
stood Jim in the 
underbrush from which direction the com- 
motion getting up steam. 
Simultaneously we closed in for further 
inspection. I had for- 
gotten that Horace was the original. self- 


seemed to be 
In the excitement 


contessed rolling stone. 

The object that seemed to be making 
the racket wabbled across his path and 
swung off to 


into silence, from the midst of which ema- 


my right, where it settled 


nated a very melodious snore. There was 
no mistaking its human significance. Ah, 
the plot was out! 

Jim and-I advanced as one man 
Mr. 
midnight excursion safety-pinned into his 
blankets, flopping around like a man in a 
race. The situation too ludi- 
crous to be terminated, so we let him roll 
around for ten or fifteen minutes just to 
see what kind of a record he could make 
on a dark night with no flag at the finish. 
Lord what a sleeper! 


upon 


Horace, who was merely making a 


sack was 


222 
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Believe me, he was also some creeper. 

He plowed right along through a bed of 
ferns, over a couple of fallen logs, and 
brought up all snug and still fast asleep 
within ten feet of the start, 
gathered him in our strong friendly arms 
and hurled him back into the tent. He 
iet a snort out and spun arcund a couple 


where we 


of times, like a coyote tickled with bird- 
shot, and returned to Slumbertown. 

he best joke the whole thing 
was that before we caught up with him 
he ran 
rolled them into the landscape. 

rhe Wassac 
belong in the red-letter department of my 
memory’s card index, from which | 
pluck : 


again. 


about 


down four cans of corn meal and 


remaining two days at 
occa- 
sionaliy reco.lections of the past 
and live 
whenever we 


Jim put us on the bass 
felt that we wanted that kind of sport, 
and with equal alacrity paddied us to the 
there was to 


from 


trout pool. He knew all 
about Wassac, 
hie was every inch a man. 

When 


which was his strong suit, Jim’s whole 


know aside which 


Horace got to tossing a fly, 


attitude toward him changéd. No man 
had a higher admiration for a real sports- 
man than this same Jim Friday, although 
I honestly believe that he attributed Hor- 
ace’s fly-casting powers to the fact that 
he trained on corn meal. 

On the third day Jim 
twelve-pound lake trout, which, for some 
reason or other, was sporting around in 

I took 


him on a_ short 
light tackle. 


put me on a 


shallow water. 


casting rod with After the 


» Jim, just 


first rush, I slipped the rod t 
to see the effect it would have upon him. 
It was the first time he had his hand on 
any frail tackle, but he engineered that 
battle most skilfully, emitting wild whoops 
of joy. It took him fifteen 
bring this fish to gaff, but it will be fif- 


minutes to 


teen years beiore he ceases to talk about it. 

Some day I shall go back to Wausach 
with Horace, afd Jim Friday will meet 
us at Temagami Station and lay strong 
hands upon our cigars and be greeted like 
a brother, after which Jim will tell us 
once again, slowly but with no suggestion 
of boasting, that he has guided the white 
men through Canadian waters for twenty- 
two years and never lost a human life nor 
had an accident. 














Governor Sulzer Vetoes the Forestry Bills 


We that, after 
pledging his support to the programme of 
the Camp Fire Club, the Empire State 
lorest Products Association, the Audubon 


regret to announce 


Societies, and other organizations inter- 


ested in the betterment of the Adiron- 
dacks forests, that Governor Sulzer ve- 
toed the forestry bills known as_ As- 


sembly No. 2733. This bill was included 
under Omnibus Veto No. 1, dated May 
17th, 1913, announcing that “the bills ap- 
pended hereto are disapproved for the 
reason that they are duplicates, unneces- 
sary, defectively drawn, embraced in or in 
conflict with bills already disposed of, un- 
constitutional, for purposes which can be 
suitably accomplished under general laws, 
or which should be provided for, if at all, 
by amendments to the general law, the 
purposes contained in the bills can be or 
should be accomplished under the Home 
Rule Law for Cities, in violation of the 


principal Home Rule, or objectionable 
and inadvisable by reason of proposed 
changes, or in conflict with approved 


state policy.” 

Just why the Governor should have in- 
cluded this important forestry bill in an 
omnibus veto covering twenty or thirty 
other bills, we are at a loss to imagine. 
The forestry bill received the absolute ap- 
proval of the Senate, no votes being taken 
against it, and only three of all the As- 
sembly members disapproved. The 
Governor himself expressed his entire ap- 


proval of the legislative programme, 
which is in no way altered by the language 
of the bills. 


At the hearings before the Governor 
at Albany 
approval of 


himself in 
Fire Club's 


he 
the 


expressed 


Camp 


programme, stating that they could count 


on him, providing that the Senate and 
Assembly would pass the measure. He 
was so quoted on the following day by 
New York newspapers who had reporters 
at the hearing and has in general gone on 
*record as being in favor of this bill. 

It represented the best thought of or- 
ganizations entirely disinterested, having 
no axe to grind, or anything financial to 
gain by laws changing the present condi- 
tions in the Adirondacks. It 
for a better system of forest taxation, a 
practical plan for reforestation, an in- 
crease in the forest officers and 
a much-needed State control of private 
lumbering within the Blue 
Line. The lumbermen themselves were in 
favor of the bill, expressing themselves 
publicly so by their spokesmen at the 
hearing, Messrs. Meigs and Moore, of the 
Empire State Forest 
tion, who expressed themselves publicly as 
entirely in favor of the bill at the hear 
ing. Just what constitutes the change in 
point of view of Governor Sulzer, since 
the bills received the the 
entire Legislature, and just why he should 
this bill among which 
duplicates, unnecessary, defectively 
drawn, etc., in the opinion of this maga- 


provided 


force of 


operations 


Products Associa- 


approval of 


class those are 
gi 
zine requires some sort of an explanation, 
from the chief executive of New York 
State himself. Next year this work will 
have to be done all over again, as the 
Camp Fire Club is determined that the 
present intolerable conditions in the 
Adirondacks must cease. The next time 
beneficial legislation of this character is 
proposed, we trust that the Governor will 
not give its friends the impression that he 
favor of it and then after 
of the 


is in veto it 
both 


passed it. 


houses Legislature have 








Editorial 


The New York Game Protector’s Report 

The Conservation Commission is to be 
congratulated upon the excellent showing 
of their preliminary report as regards fish 
and game protection for 1913. The 
revenue from hunting licenses, etc., up to 
March 31st is reported as $216000, The 
total for 1912 was but $256,000 and as 
the fiscal year runs from September to 
September we have five more months yet 
to hear from for 1913. Mr. Llewellyn 
Legge of the Conservation Commission, 
who has the protection of fish and game 
more particularly in his hands, deserves 
much credit for the effectiveness of his 
protective force and the beneficial effect 
of his new merit system, which encour- 
ages activity among the wardens in pur- 
suing their difficult and sometimes un- 
duties. The income this year 
will undoubtedly run over $300,000; and 
this magazine ur here now that 
at least $60,000 of it be devoted to the 
establishment of game farms, as was pro- 


pleasant 


ges and 
yf 


posed two years ago, but was then dis 


approved by Governor Dix because of 


alleged lack of funds. 


Non-Sale of Game 

As our readers doubtless noticed in the 
June issue, Mr. Warren H. Miller, Editor 
of Frerp & STREAM, was appointed chair- 
man of the Non-Sale of Game Committee 
of the Camp Fire Club. The beneficial 
results which have always followed the 
passage of a bill, in 
every State where the same has been in- 


non-sale of game 
troduced, have proven themselves in the 
last two or three years to be beyond ques- 
tion and The time has 
this when our wild 
game can be considered as a legitimate 
source of food supply, except where raised 
on private preserves for the market and 
officially tagged by the proper authorities. 
Our wild diminishes rapidly in 
settled but it remains as 
abundant as ever in most wild spots where 
nobody but sportsmen follow it for re- 
creation. When, however, the market 
hunter is allowed to follow the flocks to 
the uttermost corners of the earth, tak- 
ing his daily toll of ducks, upland fowl, 
etc., shipping them to the market by the 
ton, no species of wild game can long 
withstand his persistent slaughter. He 


certain. 
country 


sure 


passed in 


game 
localities, 
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it is who is chiefly responsible for the 
rapid disappearance of game in this coun- 
try. 

Even of the immense 


army of sports- 


men who take out licenses yearly, not 
many account for more than a dozen 
birds in an entire season. ‘The licenses 


as a rule represent not over three hunt- 
ing trips, none of which under present 
conditions will result in much game. It 
is impossible for the business man, who 
gets only a few holidays off for his gun- 
ning trips, to expect to meet weather con- 
ditions exactly right on the fixed dates 
which he has allowed. The result is that 
many come back with either no game or 
with but a very few birds. One cannot 
therefore judge the sum total of all 
slaughter of wild life by the number of 
licenses issued. Thousands and thousands 
of them are issued to many who get but 
one day afield and that one often fruit- 
less. . 

The Camp Fire Club and Dr. Horna- 
day's Wild Life Association shut out New 
York City, Boston, and St. Louis from 
the market and the 
game since the Bayne Law was passed in 
New York State and similar bills passed in 
Massachusetts has been so noticeable that 


hunter, increase in 


even the resident gunners are surprised 
at the results. In San Francisco they are 
to-day fighting the market gunner suc- 
cessfully, Details meagre, but 
according to Dr. Hornaday’s advices they 
recently won out after a long, bitter fight, 
conceding only wild geese, rabbits and 
ducks for one month, and so California 
will among the ranks of those 
States which will not permit market run- 
ners to shoot all their game. 


are very 


soon be 


This magazine has lately received an 
appeal from Canada to introduce non-sale- 
of-game legislation. We believe that this 
year it will be practicable to do something 
We feel that the eastern part of Canada 
has reached such a state that all sale of 
game should be *prohibited. 

For the Province of Quebec, Mr. R. I. 
Inglis, of Montreal, now has the matter 
of introducing a Bayne law into Canada 
in hand, and his committee is already ap- 
pointed. Needless to say he will have the 
heartiest co-operation of the Camp Fire 
Club and FIELD AND STREAM 
large Canadian circulation. 


with its 




















THE DRY FLY 


ON ROUGH, 





RAPID WATER 


DRY-FLY ANGLING ON CANADIAN 
WATERS 


BY ARCHIBALD DOUGLAS 


T is an intense pleasure to occasionally 
retreat from the cares that surround a 
professional life and betake oneself to 
the hills and streams, if only nearby, to 
drink in one’s fill of fresh air and hold 
hands with nature; but it seems as if the 
true ecstasy of such communion only 
comes when one reaches the far North 
country and when, leaving the last house 
far behind, plunges into the forest where 
the streams rush strong and the trout 
range large, where the shy beaver play in 
the still waters and the caribou or moose 
feed in the sedgy places. In such coun- 
try one finds the angler’s paradise. If, 
combined with surroundings wild and rug- 
ged, with one’s best and most sympathetic 
companion, with an appetite razor-edged, 
to be satisfied only by fried trout and 
bacon a-plenty—then there is little left to 
be desired on this earthly footstool. 
Under circumstances such as these the 
writer found himself in August, 1912. 


Before leaving, through good chance, I 
had read and inwardly digested an ab- 
sorbing book on ‘Practical Dry Fly Fish- 
ing,” by Emlyn M. Gill, and had obtained 
an outfit for dry-fly angling from a New 
York concern. A frank fascination clings 
to the pages of Mr. Gill’s book, who 
handles his chosen subject with that 
touch that can only be given by one who 
is an enthusiast. The book, too, has the 
rare quality of holding the reader not only 
by the delightfulness of its phrase, the 
acuteness of its observation, but by what 
was of greater value in my own case: 
the clearness and withal the preciseness 
in its teaching of the rules of the dry-fly 
art. The angling fraternity of this coun- 
try cannot fail to be gratefully indebted 
to Mr. Gill. 

I had long known that there was an in- 
definable fascination clinging about this 
perhaps highest attainment of the angler’s 
skill, for who could have read the pages 
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of Sir Edward Gray’s chapters on dry-fly 
fishing on the Hampshire chalk streams, 
o1 his unrivaled description of long after- 
noons on the rivers Test and Itchen with- 
out a feeling of acute interest in the dry- 
fly fisherman and all that pertains to him. 

Then, too, I had watched through an 
all too short Spring afternoon, one of our 
english cousins on a placid Devonshire 
stream drop simulated ephemeride, almost 
living in their exactness of size and color- 
ing, over the rising trout beneath. Yet 
curiously enough, the thought of trying 
out this method of angling for trout on 
the wild streams of Canada had not oc- 
curred to me until Mr. Gill had added the 
suggestion and given the impetus. How 
often we are under conscious obligations 
to our “brothers of the angle!” 

The impetus thus given, I determined 
upcn little vacation experiments of my 
own to institute a practical comparison 
between the relative effectiveness of dry- 
and wet-fly fishing on remote, turbulent 
and little fished waters. There were 
several reasons for this. Perhaps fore- 
most was the charm of drawing one’s 
ewn conc!usicns and the angler’s natural 
curiosity of knowing whether the rudi- 
ments of the art of using the dry fly could 
be picked up without extraordinary effort 
and within a few hours time by careful 
attention to printed rule. Could it be self 
It all looked 


so delightfully easy in Devonshire when 


taught by “book learning?” 


attempted by an expeit; could the tyro 
succeed with it in Canada? Would the 
fly float over the rippled and_ rapidly 
moving waters of its streams? Would it 
prove effective as compared with the use 
of the wet fly? And cou'd one hold one’s 
own with one’s fellow-anglers, who are 
already deriding the new and highfalutin 
idea? And fina'ly what was the “drag” 
and why? 

To solve. it all, I packed in my kit an 
outfit consisting of assorted dry flies tied 
on No. 10 and No. 12 hooks, including 
spinners, duns, gnats and hackles (bearing 
strange Anglican names), and our old 
favorites the Parmacheene belle and 
silver doctor. 

As suggested by my angling adviser |] 
took with me nine-foot leaders graduated 
down to the finest trout gut, a tapered 


English line, of the kind in use by wet-fly 
fishermen, a box of deer fat for greasing 
the leaders and lines and a bottle (not of 
the angler’s usual mixture), but of oil for 
“dressing” the flies. It was intended to 
cast both the dry and wet fly with the 
same rod (a 4-oz. Leonard), and with the 
same line. With one boon companion, 
this outfit and our duffle bags, we started 
towards the Northern woods. 

Vocabularies are useless things when 
one would describe the delights of break- 
ing into the wilderness by the long trail, 
of the charm of the morning when, dew 
bedecked, our beats were driven upward 
through the rapids by the muscled shoul- 
ders of our coureurs des bois, of the 
virgin forest hills that opened to call us 
on to that one spot that a few of us know 
and revel in. You who have been to just 
such wondrous places know and you who 
have not will never know until some fatu 
ous chance takes you there. Finally we 
reached this favored place and half with 
delight and half with rapture gazed again 
on our noble stream. Very pleasant was 
the morning we reached there—flecks of 
white c'ouds floated over the sky close to 
the spruce timbered hills that rose high 
and rugged and wild. The tang of a still 
early Canadian forenocn was in the air, 
a brood of young ducks scooted away on 
the long still water almost under the birch 
and beeches leaning out from the shore. 
Back from all this and seen through a 
forest vista of delight, our cabin nestled 
up a little trail. 

Our next hours were busy Gnes and not 
until afternoon was everything ship-shape, 
and then, the boats launched, we pushed 
out into the gentle eddies of the long still 
water of our stream. 

This stream was one typical of that 
Northern country. It fought its way 
down through the Laurentian Hills, rest- 
ing occasionally in brief stretches of still 
water, and then restlessly plunging on 
through rapids and deep pools, full of 
swirl and movement. it was a_ natural 
trout stream, where the salmo fontinalis 
still finds a refuge, and they are seeming- 
ly as plenty and as large and certainly as 
gainy as when the Indian speared them 
on their gravel beds. So plentifully 
stocked was the stream in fact that our 
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angling efforts were rather to take large 
trout on light tackle—from one-half to 
three-pound weight and upwards—than to 
make a numerous catch. And the in- 
tended use of the dry fly was, among other 
things, to determine whether as a lure 
for large trout it would prove as effective 
as the wet fly. 

In September in the deeper pools at the 
heads of rapids very heavy trout are 
sometimes taken—between three and five 
pounds in weight—but in August, the 
month during which we cast over the 
stream, trout are seldom landed weighing 
over three pounds. We covered during 
our wondrous stay of ten days about 
fifteen miles of the stream, working up 
and down the enchanted valley through 





which it flows—and in all excepting the 
upper pools our casts were made from 
canoes. 


3efore we venture out, however, it may 
be well to state the difference between the 
so-called wet- and dry-fly angling, as it 
may not be as yet clearly understood by 
all American readers. Wet-fly angling or 
the American method consists in casting 
an artificial fly down stream and working 
it directly or diagonally up stream toward 
the angler—the fly travelling against the 
current and not necessarily floating but 
frequently sinking some 
the surface. 

In the dry-fly or English method, on the 
other hand, the fly is cast up stream, 
and is allowed to float down toward the 
angler, the flies remaining on the surface 
water, following the natural course of the 


distance below 


current, the theory being to so try and 
handle the fly as to give it the appearance 
cf the living insects on which the trout 
are then feeding. As the line floats down 
stream the slack is taken in with the left 
hand without disturbing the fly, and after 
the fly is floated down to the angler it is 
“dried,” i.e., cast many times through the 
air before it is again thrown upon the 
stream. The dry fly is tied with much 
more hackle than the wet fly and carries 
double wings, spread quite as the wings 
of the insect imitated, and the fly when 
cast on the water should be “cocked,” that 
is, cast so that the wings float erect, tak- 
ing the position uf those of the natural 
fly. 
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In the dry-fly method, too, the trout 
strikes at the surface, and in meeting the 
strike the angler must cultivate a quick- 
ness both of wrist and eye quite unneces- 
sary in the striking of a trout beneath the 
surface. For, as the dry fly is floating 
toward the rod, rather than from it, and 
on a slack line, the angler must not only 
take up his slack but imbed the hook as 
well. The dry-fly method calls for lighter 
tackle, a smaller fly, and theoretically a 
greater dexterity in casting, and in strik- 
ing and landing a fish. 

And now let the pleasure of an August 
day be heightened by pushing out upon 
end floating down the still waters, in the 
early afternoon. Pent up in New York, 
how often had we looked forward to this 
moment! Lightly the paddies dip behind 
us, giving that thrust and movement to 
that is so characteristic and 
With unlimbered rods we cast 
over the little trout rising about us, the 
forest fills our nostrils, the rumbling call 
of the rapids wafts up to us, the brown- 
green hills are silhouetted against the 
blue sky and gently, with a delightful ex- 
pectancy, we float down toward the 
“Sunken Rock” pool. 


the canoe 
satisfying. 


This “pool” is a stretch of water cling- 
ng to a bend in the stream, slumbering 
for perhaps two hundred and fifty yards, 
then moving smoothly yet rapidly over 
sunken boulders, its surface being little 
broken by swirls until it flings itself into 
the rapids below; this was_ the pool 
perhaps the best adapted of all those in 
the river to the use of the dry fly. 

Over its upper I first worked 
carefully my wet flies, using the taking 
ones of the river, and succeeded in land- 
ing two 


reaches 


half-pound trout and some 
smaller. Nothing more rose to me, and 


then my initial attempt with the dry fly 
was made. 

Simineau, my courier de bois, from the 
stern of the canoe, watched the im- 
mediately subsequent events with succes- 
Sive expressions of disdain, curiosity and 
surprise. He saw with concern the 
hackle of a small fly carefully painted 
over with parafine; a good line profaned 
by white deer fat rubbed over it from a 
tin box and the fly tied then on 
samer piece of gut such as had 


a gos- 
never 





ro) 
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ventured on these streams before. Curi- 
ous people, these, from the big cities 
thought he. Nor were the angler’s feel- 
ings less mixed and fearful. Here was a 
novice in the dry-fly art venturing to at- 
tempt what every writer on the subject 
down to the generous Mr. Gill holds out 
as requiring a liberal and diverse educa- 
tion. However, with expectancy freighted 
with hope the line was lengthened in the 
air and the fly fell “cocked” surprisingly 
near the spot where it was intended to 
fall, the line, leader and fly floating lightly 
on the water and diagonally upstream. So 
far so good, My comrade, working over 
the lower end of the pool, had come up 
with a “sigh of pity and remorse” as for 
one gone wrong over a new toy, and flung 
some fitting and caustic observations over 
the current with cheerful energy. We 
saw then floating down over the edge of 
the rock where the big fish hide, over the 
spot just tried out, this extraordinary 
imitation of an insect called a “hare’s 
ear.” It bobbed along on the current, it 
eddied into a swirl and reached the lower 


end of the big, deep rock—then the strike ! 





the fly disappears and a pound and a 
half trout takes its place. 

In due time the splendid fellow is 
landed and there, red and speckled, lay the 
first victim on this stream of the “Eng- 
lish idea!” Success scatters scepticism ! 
My guide muttered half reluctantly “La 
petite mouche est bonne’—and my com- 
panion was highly interested. Here, then, 
on my first trial, after twenty-five years 
of experience with a wet fly, the dry fly 
in a half hour took one and a half pound 
trout, some half-pounders and finally one 
of two pounds, and all after the pool was 
apparently done for! We cast no more 
that evening—but, beside our own camp 
fire “la petite mouche” had gained the 
respect of two anglers beside the writer. 

Reiteration is tiresome, yet the follow 
ing extracts from the writer’s note beok 
may prove interesting. 

“Aug. 16th—Wind brisk and northerly, 
cold and overcast. Meeting of the 
Waters Pool. Wet fly tried first, two 
trout, medium, say % to 34. Dry fly 
afterwards—five approaching a_ pound 
each. Dry fly seems to raise larger fish. 

“Blackrock Pool—Wet fly indifferent 


and small. Dry fly took one of two 
pounds. Meeting of Waters Pool 
Six about 34 on dry fly. 

“Aug. .17th—Fished small west branch 


again. 


as far as possible with canoe and upper 
pool from shore. Cold north wind, few 
fish rising. In each case, but one, tried 
pool first with wet fly. 1st pool 10 A. M. 
None at all on wet. 2 nice ones on dry. 

“2d Pool. 10:45 A. M. Fished first with 
dry fly here. Took none on dry, on wet 
a 2 lb. and 2 smaller. 

“3d Pool. 11:30. 1 Ib. on wet. Fished 
first on dry—more but smaller 

“4th Pool. Noon till 1 P. M. One on 
wet % Ib. On dry one of 1 Ib. and 4 
about 4%. Returning on first pool in after- 
noon lost heavy one on wet fly near net. 
Did not try dry; wind too heavy for dry 
fly.” 

The weather conditions the next and the 
following day were such as to preclude 
any attempt to keep a fly on the surface 
—blowing hard from the South. On the 
evening of the 20th we fished the big black 
water at the foot of the “Poquette 
Rapids.” The air moved faintly in zephyrs 
and our old friends, the mosquitoes and 
black flies, sang over our boats and around 
our heads in exasperating numbers. | 
tried the dry fly in vain; no fish were 
rising, and the trout would not take on the 
surface. Changing cur place to well up- 
stream and casting over the same water 
just whipped by the dry fly, I took suc- 
cessively a four and a four and one-eighth 
pound trout—both after splendid struggies 
on the o!d and tried Silver doctor—by 
far the best take of our trip. And my 
comrade (excellent angler that she is!) 
took one just under four pounds. 

On August 21st the conditions were 
ideal for a comparative test. The early 
sun shone from a clear sky, yet ice had 
formed in the boats during a cold night. 
The river was falling and very clear. Our 
old mountain was gaught and mirrored in 
the still water opposite the camp and with 
the mist still slowly drawing over the 
Sunken Rock Pool it was fished from six 
to seven A. M. The result gave supreme 
pleasure to the anglers who snoozed in 
bed for there were no rises of any kind. 
On how many Canadian early mornings 
have we risen before the fish! 
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After breakfast the placid conditions 
continuing and the air warming, the pool 
was tried again. The wet fly was cast 
long and fine over the pool where the 
great stones shone clear through the pel- 
lucid water, with no result. Then the 
smallest dry fly was floated down over 
the rocks with excellent success—a brace 
of fine trout of one and two pounds being 
taken. This disturbed the pool and our 
rods were useless there until afternoon. 

But a further recital proves tedious; 
suffice to write that after an alternative 
use of wet and dry fly for several days 
and under substantially similar conditions, 
the dry fly, with the one exception noted 
above, took trout equally with the wet 


. e 
and on several occasions the dry fly 


hooked more and heavier fish. The 
writer's advantage, gained by many years 
of angling in trout waters with the wet 
fly, was not sufficient to overcome the 
allurements of some of the exquisite 
“duns” and “spinners” cast upon the 
waters by a tyro in the dry-fly art. For, 
frankly in the new method the writer was 
and is an absolute duffer, with no knowl- 
edge of “that cruel thing ‘the drag,’” 
caused by the changing current carrying 
the line and leader faster down stream 
than the fly, and thus tending to draw the 
fly under water, and of a hundred arts 
and knowledges that must go to make the 
sine qua non of a dry-fly purist, the writer 
vas also ignorant. And yet the result! 
And the result is probably partly attribu- 
table to a close study of the careful and 
comprehensive instructions contained in 
Mr. Gill’s book, and primarily to the con- 
clusion that seems almost irresistible, that 
the English method of floating an ap- 
parently living fly down water to the trout 
has many and marked advantages over 
dragging a drowned bunch of hackles and 
feathers upstream over his head. By this 
method every effort is made to simulate 
the natural insect—the fly is delicately 
thrown upstream and dances down quite 
as the floating natural fly would do, tak 
ing the course of the current unguided 
and certainly simulating the natural food 
of the trout far better than our American 
way. True, in certain heavy pools, and 
in the Spring months, when the trout are 
not readily rising, the drowned fly may 


be infinitely more effective, but in these 
months when the trout are surface feed- 
ers the advantage theoretically would 
seem to be on the side of the dry fly. 

It has been so often intimated that any 
Gne possessing a rod and reel can success- 
fully fish wild Canadian waters. Let that 
be granted if it means only bringing in a 
leavy creel of trout from seven to twelve 
inches, But the keen old fellow of a 
pound up to three or possibly four is as 
wise there in his day and generation as 
elsewhere, and that is very wise. True, 
trout seem less sophisticated in their mat- 
ing season in September, perhaps, on or 
near their spawning beds, but from June 
Ist to August 25th, the big fellow always 
presents an interesting problem. And 
even in September the angler who strikes 
and lands a three-pound trout against the 
rush of a wind-swept current has much to 
be thankful for. 

The very minute English fly tied on No. 
12 to No. 14 hooks seems too delicate for 
the wilder waters of the North—they fray 
under use and become torn and crumpled. 
Further, casting continually as we do, 
while on the stream, over all likely water 
and not withholding our cast until we can 
place our fly over a rising fish, as our 
english cousins are wont, the fly is on the 
water much and in the air little and thus 
hecomes so thoroughly wet that no 
amount of “drying” will give the smaller 
flies again sufficient buoyancy. It is sug- 
gested then that a larger fly tied on No. 
t to No. 8 hooks, with an abundance of 
hackle, would be equally taking (except- 
ing under exceptional conditions), would 
last longer aud would require less change 
and drying. Some flies are now being 
tried in London on special order to test 
out the worth of this idea. It may be 
that on the well-whipped streams of 
Livingston County, New York, success 
can only be obtained by the use of dry 
flies tied on the smallest hooks, but on the 
turbulent and rougher streams it is be- 
lieved a larger fly would be equally suc- 
cessful and could be floated on heavier 
surfaces and down stronger ripples. 

Will the suggestion that the dry-fly 
method described above is a more 
fascinating, and a more scientific method 
of angling, profane American beliefs? 


} 








stands out through all the years that 

have crawled or galloped as I have 
passed through them. It started the 
chapter of the edition of Robinson Crusoe 
that I read first—and for two blissful days 
afterwards—up in a well-remembered old 
garret, snuggled on some discarded feather- 
beds, with the rain now and then pattering 
on the shingles. 

I followed breathlessly the ship from 
Hull. I had wonderful, entrancing cold 
shivers when the cannibals landed. Shrill, 
boyish whistles came to me between the 
showers and made me skip one word 
perhaps, which I carefully went back and 
picked up. What if there were snakes to 
be killed in old Willetts’ woods between 
the showers that were beating the blos- 
soms off the fruit trees? 

I took ship at Hull, and I was ship- 
wrecked on a desert island! 

My mother now and then tiptoed up to 
see if all my stillness didn’t mean the 
breaking out of some dire calamity. I 
had a reputation, and I might be laying a 
wonderful mine that I would touch off 
when finished that would rock the old 
house on its foundations. She was certain 
there was no gunpowder unlocked, but it 
might be something else. I had tried gun- 
powder in the kitchen range when no one 
was there, and was perfectly satisfied with 


| TOOK ship at Hull.” That sentence 


the way the lids flew around the room. 

I met up with something later that 
wasn’t so Satisfying. But always the first 
things I looked for when I went in the 
kitchen afterwards were one or two curi- 
ous dents in the ceiling. I had a sort of 
a shamed pride in them. They were proof 
to the gang that I did do it. 

But just at Crusoe time I was a wonder- 
ful lamb. I had taken ship at Hull and 
my mother’s mind was at rest for once 
during my youth. 

I have taken ship often in later years, 
but never met up with such wonderful 
adventures. I have had fun, lots of it, 
out under God’s sky; I have heard the 
wind in a ship’s rigging slatting the ropes 
and singing a tune of shipwreck, but the 
sun came out and I unwrapped myself 
from the stanchion and things went on as 
before. 

Those two days in the garret with 
Robinson Crusoe were like catching fish 
you dream about with the tackle you 
dream about, so, when I go fishing in a 
boat I whimsically*say to myself under my 
breath, “I took ship,’ not from Hull, be- 
cause I am, I hope, imaginative enough to 
find a new port each time; and then the 
tale must be different. I never expect can- 
nibal islands. I take the adventures as 
they come, and I am happy with them. I 
keep them back in the storehouse of my 
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out when business 
\nd so the real story starts: 


I took ship at Barnegat. It is a name to 


brain and bring them 


goes wrong. 


juggle with. Pirates and wreckers and 
rescues and Manx cats and_ salt-water 


natives. 
Ee. Cc 
curves were so plump. E. C. 


She was the good ship Juno. 
said she was named that because 
her means 
him that after 


this trip and he bangs his head, but he is 


excitable Cuss. I called 
human and I love him for it—a man who 
can see the fur or the feathers or the fish 
and still be calm and know ex- 
I am afraid of. He 
will pouch the last bottle of whiskey on a 


aa } 
sca.es fly 


actly where he is at, 


trip. 

IK. C. and I and the dog were the pas- 
sengers. As we went aboard the good 
ship Juno, a jocular rival captain said, 
sotto voce, “Them air dudes are takin’ a 


fishin’ dog along.” 

(;ood old lad! He had blue blood to 
waste riotously when you compared him 
with the man who tried to be funny. He 
And here | 

I took him 


was a plum pudding bull. 
want to ramble around a bit. 


well—because I am fond of him; be- 
cause he is a dead game sport and he 
loves it, and he absorbs your excitement 


at every pore; but dogs don't have pores, 
so | y at the end of his tongue, 
when a fish is hooked. And twice he has 


will say 
jumped overboard to beat the landing net; 
but I have him pounded into some sort cf 
submission now. All the crabs we catch 
are his and I certainly have seen a scrap 
or two in the cockpit, with a deep-sea red- 
jawed crab, that is good for jaded nerves. 

Say along in January or February or 
March am still rambling—I 
get up of a Sunday morning and peep out 
of the window. I have the habit, left over 


—you see I 


from youthful Saturday mornings, and 
find it slushing, raining, moistening. I go 


I am sure 
khaki suit to come down to 
| say to myself I will potter 
around the My wife looks 

it and grins, as I come downstairs. 
The dog gets up and stretches yawning, 
saying to himself, [ am sure, “What a bore 
to have to get up from in front of the fire 
He 
catches sight of the khaki suit, he becomes 
alert, he smells it to make sure, and then 


in the back of my closet, and 
to pick out 

breakfast in. 
house in it. 


at 


to say good morning to the boss.” 
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he nearly knocks me down in delight. I 


can interpret his screw tail nervously 
wriggling, “Hurrah! We are going fish- 
ing. Damn the fire! Hurry up with 


breakfast !” 

And so, if I ever get so old as to make 
a statement (I don’t know now why | 
should!) that dogs don’t reason, [ want 
you to come around with some tar and 
feathers; and I assure you this is by no 
means the first dog I have owned. Per- 
haps now you know the passengers. 

The good ship Juno was designed—o 
well, everybody knows about Cap’n So and 
DO. 


1 
i 


1, 


He lives all the way from Portland, 
Maine, to the southern point of Florida, 
and they race them all in season. 

The captain of the Juno! I de- 
him, but it wouldn't 
Suffice to say, that through one long after 
the lid of 
I 


can 
scribe be printed 
noon—we had her for six days 
the ice chest would not 
the best I knew how it 
but through it all Ek. C 
dignified, and never 
familiarity with him, and of course a wel 


Stay closed. 
would come open, 
and I were 

| 


suggested 


very 
any 
bred bull dog is always dignified with 
everybody except his friends. 

Then we had a 
but 
sister or brother and was sort of handy 


n't 
belonged to the captain’s 


crew—was exactly 


necessary, 


man around that might pick up a dollar or 
two in tips to help the family out. EI. C 
called him the human slop bucket. Even 
the dog refused to follow him to the 
forward deck, where he always retired 
with everything left over from meals « 
board. And we went through Barnegat 
Inlet with the captain dilating on the light 
might 


mn 


house as a bourgeois Ifrenchman 


do over the Eiffel Tower. 

We wallowed around in the sea outside 
for bluefish. We off 
Harvey Cedars and tried to coax them, 
who 


looking anchored 


always looking for the sea gulls 


sometimes follow in their wake with shrill 
discordant cries, to pick up the mutilated 
remnants 


ot 

We discevered the sea gul!s and cranked 
cur motor in 
covered a surf boat with a kicker in it, to 
say nothing of some Norwegians with a 


the mossbunkers. 


excitement; also we dis- 


pocket net who beat us to the school and 


surrounded it before we could get a line 


overboard; and we cursed each other with 
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—what will I say ?—finesse; but it is all in 
the game. 

We jeered at the Norwegians, and they 
were ribald, with fifty or more dollars in 
the net, to laugh at the biggest damn fool 
country in the world when it 
game laws. 

We stayed near for stragglers, and I, by 
the laws that govern such things, hooked 
a fish. I have a reel, a big fat salt-water 
reel, that men I have met at the ends of 
the earth, will fondle with their lips 
puckered for kissing. The man who made 
it is dead, so they tell me. They have seen 
others occasionally, and they put it down 
reverently. I inherited it with other 
things. I have sawed off the base to fit 
an ordinary bait rod, for who wants to 
pull fish out of the sea with a telegraph 
pole. It is none of your business what the 
line was, but five hundred feet went out 
and the drag on the reel just buzzed 
humorously as if it was too easy to bother 
about. 

The dog was delighted. So was the FE. 
C. The captain and the crew bluffed, I 
think, when they simulated joy. Damn 
these men who take you out! Some I 
love and some I would like to kill, but I, 
[ was Crusoe on a_ cannibal 
island, battling in the surf with my raft 
from the wreck, good old kegs of gun- 
powder and other things to keep me alive 
wonderful sky overhead, and wonderful 
sea under raft. 

I reeled in, I laughed in joy. He zipped 
and he circled, he called all his deep-sea 
lore to his help, and the none-of-your- 


comes to 


Robinson 


business line ran out, to maybe, eight 
hundred feet, and the captain and the 


crew became interested. They sat up. I 
put my ear down to the dear old reel and 
it still hummed humorously, delighted with 
its work, chortling in joy over a fish well 
hooked and handled by a man who knew 
Robinson Crusoe in the beginning of 
things. So we fought a good stiff fight. 
What chance did the fish have against 
my inherited reel and things? He came 
in after a while—a fourteen-pound bonita. 
The lid of the ice chest flew open. In my 
enthusiasm I treated the captain and the 
crew. 
When 


wriggle. 





a man tells me a fish story I 
I put my hands in my pockets 
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and sort out my keys or my money, feel- 


ing the edge of coins for the milling, 
wondering whether it is a dime or a cent, 
hoping he will get through soon that J 
may tell him one better, or in my own 


mind a better one. S 


+ 


to rout complete! 


times he puts me 
y, for his story is a 
sordid thing of kill and kill with never a 
glimpse of the outdoors, no sunshine or 
rain, or trees or mountains, or any of the 
things that make it worth while to go out 
and fish. 
Then again I have listened, and I have 
taken my hands out of my pockets and 


forward entranced. I every- 
thing; all the landscape stood out plain, 
and even to the the clouds 
that chased each other down the sides of 
the mountains into the lake. I heard loons 
jeering discordantly, the slap of the waves 
I heard and saw any- 
your own 


leaned saw 


shadows of 


against the boat. 
thing you choose or wish in \ 
imagination, and when he was through, I 
simply nodded my head and said, “Go on.” 
Perhaps he didn’t catch a fish, or maybe 
two or three that were under the limit and 
were put back; but you closed your eyes 
and took a long breath, and it was almost 
the fresh, crisp air of the wild woods that 
went into your lungs, and that is a fish 
story of my sort, and I will sit around and 
listen until it is so late that I have to go 
home thinking up a plausible, mild un- 
truth to account for my lateness; for just 
imagine how foolish vou feel sitting on 
the edge of the bed telling her a fish story 
somebody told you and that was your 
for being late. It is really less 
embarrassing to lie like a trooper. 

No luck came to us and the E. C. be- 
came garrulous. The dog was always 
busy interviewing each extra heavy wave 
that swashed around us to see that noth- 
ing aboard out of the swirl to 
threaten us. He would take a sniff at my 
reel and then look up at me, screw tail 
Wig-wagging a mé@ssage. ‘Make the con- 
founded thing work,” it said. Then he 
would repeat the performance with the E. 
C. to trot around the good ship Juno to 
see that everything was shipshape. 

When he passed the crew, his tail would 
go down tight. Think of the food the 
crew had robbed him of and don’t blame 
him, good old human Tad! 


reason 


came 
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CAPTAIN 


LOLD 


Three other boats were bobbing up and 
g 


down off shore, and we wondered about 
their luck, and lifted the lid of the fish 
box to take a jock at the bonita once 
more. Somewhere out in that tossing 
water were certain relatives and com- 
panions and enemies of his, a great many 
of them I am sure, for when I see the 
oft shore fishermen come into the dock 


with boat!oads, | am certain the sea is full 
of fish. 

Why couldn't something take hold of 
our baits and make the rods get tingley ? 


_ 


So you see why fi shing breeds philosophers 


and humorists and genial harmtess liars. 


Perhaps they were all inoculated before 
they took up fishing, only the fishing made 
them more subtle and more clever, making 
for them to get your atten- 


it quite casy 2 
tion and to liold it. 
We pulled up and 


through the inlet to a place in the bay, a 


anchor chugged 
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place over grass, where tide-runner weak- 
fish were supposed to be. 
fly rods. 


We got out our 
with 
a fly rod and a big reel on that, usually 
calls for jeers from your intimate friends, 


To cast a salt-water bait 


but when a seven or eight pound weak- 
fish grabs your bait in a hurry and starts 
for a southern port, and you know you 
can let him over 


go without worrying 


roots or rocks or snags of 


any sort, you 
You 
just sett!e down in your armchair to en 
You know the captain and the 


forget the back-lashes and the jeers. 


joy it. 
crew look upon you as crazy, for they 
have a large assortment on board of reed 
poles by which you can pull out of the sea 
by main strength in a few the 
same fish which is now a hundred or so 


seconds 


vards away from the boat having a run 
for his money. 

Of course they don't fight long, but you 
get some action, more by far than you get 
sometimes with a big trout hooked in a 
four-by-nine pool, with him sulking under 
a rock and refusing to come out after you 
have thrown all the boulders you can lift 
with one hand, at him, but it isn’t the fish, 
it is going down the stream with the wild 
things nodding you a welcome, and the 
rhododendrons blushing a delightful, em- 
barrassed pink at red face and 
costume that worth 

There were boats to the north of us, 
boats to the south of us, 


your 
makes that while. 
and boats to the 
west of us, and to the east a narrow strip 
of barren sand dunes separating the bay 
from the ocean. Rods raised and fell in 
the other boats, occasionally borne on the 
breeze came the complaining clicking of 
a vicious reel, or a member of the op 
posite sex let off a scream in her excite- 
ment, or as a bluff to make the man take 
notice. 

The E. C. ceased to be garrulous and 
Tad was truly delighted in help- 
ing us land the fish, and growling at the 
fish had a habit of bursting 
forth in spirit raps when 
quiet. 
tive pipe and baited our hooks and netted 
the fish. 
the forward deck hugging to his breast an 


jeering. 
box which 
things were 
The captain smoked a contempla- 


The crew was sound asleep on 
empty tin can that was as clean inside as 


a virgin tin can ever thought of being. 
The afternoon went, drifting away to the 
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land of the yesterdays. The fish came in 
and we cast our bait on the waters to the 
jeers of each other. The heat went out of 
the sun. 

Some of the boats were working in 
towards their ports. We followed last of 
all. We bumped into the dock gently, and 
the crew asked us for the fish in a way 
that many a famous lawyer might use to 
advantage in cross-examining a witness. 
You might say he didn’t beat around the 
bush—he beat it all up. Nobody knew 
what he was driving at. Of course the 
captain did, and he was busy with his face 
turned, so we saw one reason why the 
crew went along. The Lord knows he 
could have had them if he had asked us 
frankly, but some people can’t do it that 
way. He was lost in a c'oud of pink sun- 
cet dust up the road swinging a dozen 
big weakfish. I lugged the bonita up to 
the hotel and I suppose it went into soup 
or sausage or hash, 

Next morning I took ship again. In 
the early mists we started. 

The day after that, and the day after 
that, too, but the bluefish were elusive or 
scarce, and then on the sixth morning we 
tossed up to see if it was go out or go 
home, go out won, and we both regretted 
that the other side of the coin didn’t come 
up. We were half-hearted about every- 
thing. Started late, threw rods around in 
the cabin with more or less disgust, and 
failed to enthuse over anything. We 
hated the sight of the lighthouse, we had 
passed it so many times to come back and 
report “Nothing doing.” 

Fishing for weakfish can’t hold you for 
more than a day or two at the best or 
worst. We rode up over the big swells 
outside to an anchorage. Jersey looked 
vague and unreal and decidedly flat. We 
were a long time getting our lines over- 
board. The south breeze was like a baby 
trade wind. I wanted to read the ad- 
vertisements in yesterday's paper. I didn’t 
want to fish. But just to keep a certain 
expression off the FE. C.’s face I did. I 
carefully hid the newspaper under a 
cushion for the first chance I had to sneak, 
so noon came along and we loafed over 
lunch, 

I made the bluff of throwing my line 
overboard as the captain said the tide had 
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Confound these fish that have 
something to do with the tide anyhow! I 
never strike the tide or the fish just right, 
and they either bring big prices in the 
markets or they are good to catch—my 
line went out with a buzz. E. C. bumped 
his head getting out of the cabin in haste, 
the crew got up and looked over the cabin 
from his position on the forward 
deck, mouth and both hands full of 
food. 

Tad talked and whined in a nervous dog 
joy. Once again I listened to the song of 
delight that came from my dear old reel. 
The none-of-your business line went out 
and came in slowly, and went out again. 
A five-pound bluefish came on board. Tad 
inspected it and was perfectly satisfied 
that things did come out of the swirls of 


changed. 





THE CREW 
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waters sometimes, things that needed his 
attention. 

The: E. C. line, and his reel 
hummed a tune, if I do say it myself. 
It wasn’t as tune as 
hummed. In minutes there 
duet of reels. The captain went into ac- 
tion, out came some hand lines, piano wire 
at the hooks. The crew trotted aft gu'p 
ing. Two fish hooked at was too 
much for Tad. He sat down between us 
and shook out howls. A particularly vi- 
cious run by either fish brought him to 
that reel quivering. 

The captain by main strength hauled up 
on his tow rope a big bluefish, and slatted 
it in the cockpit whereupon Tad tackled 
it lustily. The captain kicked him in the 
ribs and then from the roof of the cabin 
prayed to me. 


cast his 


sweet a reel 


two 


my 
was a 


once 


Tad was divided between 
two desires—to try and get on the roof of 
the cabin to interview the captain, or to 
finish the bluefish. He made a jump at 
the cabin roof just to bluff the captain and 
then tackled the bluefish. It was more 
sport—if the captain thought I. C. or | 
was going to lose a fish and perhaps some 
line in putting down our rods to rescue 
him he could guess again. The fight in 
the cockpit must have been a wonder from 
the noise. 

I was terribly busy with my fish, and 
had no time to look. The crew seemed 
neutral, and I stole a look at him and al- 
mose lost my fish. Talk about your be- 
wildered up-a-tree expressions! He had 
a bluefish hooked on a hand line that was 
making his arm longer by jerks. 
afraid to pull it on board. 
eyed in the 
nated. 


He was 
He gazed wild- 


direction of Tad,  fasci- 


The captain had graduated from pray- 


ers to cursing. The noise in the cockpit 
ceased, and Tad appeared between us un 
limbered for action, and delighted with a 
good job well done; fish scales all over 
him, sticking to his teeth and up his nose. 
What do you expect of a bulldog when 
you put a very much alive big bluefish in 
front of him? 

My fish was pretty weak by now. Oh 
for a chance to net him and lie down and 
give way to my mirth. E. C.’s nervous- 
ness had taken the mad streak, and he was 
as mad as a wet hen. I could see that, 
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hut his fish was a big one and a scrapper, 
and needed all his attention. 

Then the captain rai‘ed at the crew, and 
told him not to dare to come up on his 
cabin roof with that there damn _ fish 
(visions of the dog). Somehow, I don’t 
know how, I managed to net my fish and 
get him in the box. 
and the reel 


I made sure the rod 
were safe. I fell on Tad’s 
neck and tied him in the cabin, and rolled 
on the floor. 

E. C. barked out curse words about the 
and played his fish. The captain 
the crew with an arm almost 
pulled out of its socket and hand a-bleed- 
ing; it wasn’t exactly sport with the crew, 
it was the sort of fight an Eskimo puts up 
avith a walrus for meat to live through the 
long winter on. I and west 
en the floor, and Tad shed fish scales and 
howled in derision at the captain and the 
crew for cheap sports. 


1 ° 
o 
CO$ 


rescued 


rolled east 


The captain netted the E. C.’s fish while 
the crew was nursing his arm, baited the 
Ie. C.’s hook, and tossed the bait overboard, 
whereupon I. C.’s reel hummed _ busily 
again and I jumped up. We were in the 
middle of things apparently. The captain 
lield no grudge against ‘Tad or I with 
fish to be caught and salted to tide him 
winter of idleness. He baited 
my hook in haste and then hand lines for 
he and the crew. 


over ina 


IX. C.’s fish came in and my reel chortled 
again, and the captain hopped around like 
a butler caught looting the wine cellar and 
The E. C 
started buzzing, the crew and the captain 


expecting to lose his job. .s reel 
each derricked a bluefish into the cockpit, 
and Tad howled in leashed agony. I as 
sure you it was a busy party; things were 
I have never been off the banks of 
Newfoundland in a fishing smack, but 
somehow it seemed to me the good ship 


doing. 


Juno was beginning to assume the airs of 
one of those things they write heartrend- 
ing stories about—fog horns and all that 
go with it. 

E. C. broke the tip of his rod in his 
cocksuredness about the ability of a fish to 
revive when he seemed fit for the net. He 


got the fish somehow, and then jumped 
up and down on the deck like a howling 
dervish. 
hand line, and I moved up to the bow with 


He stood the captain up for a 
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“IF THE CAPTAIN THOUGHT EITHER E. C. OR I WAS GOING TO LOSE A FISH TO RESCUE 
= HIM HE COULD GUESS AGAIN” 
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a long-handled net, and my fish still zip 
ping about in the dear old ocean. 

That party aft had my good wishes and 
sympathy. It was about one hundred per 
cent excitement, vio'ent, wild excitement. 
It was no place for either me or Tad. 
‘Tad was too excited and | was too calm. 
Perhaps calm is not the word, but we let 
it go at that. They were working like 
men patching a break in the levee to save 
their homes during a flood in the Missis- 
sippi river. The crew might have been 
hungry but he evidently had forgotten it. 


Three aborigines were gathering a 


winter supply of food. No one had time 


to put fish in the box. The cockpit was 
a flopping mass of bluefish. I added one 
and captured some bait and went forward. 
1 added another and another and _ still 
another. Tad went up and down the 
scales of howls, and then sideways on 
them. 

he noise aft grew in volume and died 
and grew again. My reel dripped water 
in my lap and sang-in joy and delight. I 
threw a big fish in the cockpit and _ sat 
down in sheer exhaustion. Tad stopped 
his sore throat barks and I looked through 
a port to see him straining at his leash 
and licking his chops at a foolish flopping 
bluefish that had worked its way into the 
He reached out 
with his paw and pulled it to him, and 
fish scales flew around the cabin like a 
snow squall on a March day. It was, | 


cabin and towards him. 


must say, a busy time in the cabin also. 


I fished some more. E. C. 


yelled and 
danced and barked out the ideas of a 
primitive man. I grinned understanding- 
ly. I was almost a small boy again 
wantonly catching minnows to throw away 

almost, but not quite—but E. 


C. had 





dropped back in his excitement, back to 
where he might expect his regular Satur- 
day night's whipping for being late for 
supper, but even now as then things went 
hang, when the lure of something wild in 
all outdoors caught him up and held him 
in a close embrace. 

The fish stopped biting for the crowd 

aft, but I still had one two hundred 
yards or so out at sea. I. C. came towards 
me stepping on air, in every move joyous 
excitement. I looked at him and grinned. 
Ile suddenly shrunk, wilted, and said: “By 
the Lord Harry, it’s on me!” My smile 
held nothing but the best of friendship— 
his action was only proof that excitable 
people do have a conscience. 
* We pulled up anchor and I went up on 
the cabin and stretched out to rest. Over 
in the east was a bank of beautiful pink 
clouds, piled up in gorgeous’ splendor. 
Africa was over there too, and perhaps | 
was looking in the direction of Robinson 
Crusoe’s island; in the west Jersey was 
still flat but very beautiful against the 
burnished gold of the sky. 

Tad snored in comp!ete happiness on an 
old sweater of mine in the corner of the 
room. 

Ik. C., hands wound in bandages and a 
large bottle of peroxide on the bureau, 
lay with his face to the wall feigning 
sieep. | put out the light and climbed into 
my bed. I don’t remember whether | 
pulled the covers over me or not. 

In the morning something awoke me. | 
opened one eye and there was the E. C 
silhouetted against a window, dropping 
peroxide on his hands. I snickered. He 
“And the 


It is on me, all 


turned towards me and said: 
cabin was full of rods. 
right.” 








“THROUGH 


\ VALLEY OF 





LIGHT AND SHADOW” 


COOLING BILLY OFF 


A TROUT STREAM IN TORRID WEATHER AND SOME FISH THAT WE TOOK NEAR HOME 


BY ROBERT 


Ile 


that way when the July hot spell 


ILLY was peevish. always gets 

drops its suffocating blanket over the 
little Jersey town where we both drag out 
a precarious existence in the intervals be- 
tween walking home from the six-forty 
seven local in the evening and running for 
the eight o'clock express in the morning. 
| recognized the symptoms as soon as | 
turned in at the gate and started across 
the lawn through the gloom of the sultry, 
for | the 
quok, § rCC-C quok of 
wont to 


starless night, missed slow, 
monotonous skee-e 
the hammock in 
swing on pleasant summer evenings when 


he has cut the grass and wound the clock 


which Billy is 


and feels generally at peace with himself 
and the world. 


Yes 


Ile heard me 


Billy was peevish. 





S. LEMMON 


coming, and as I| gained the steps and 
headed toward the dull red spot that indi- 
cated the two-for-a-quarter behind which 
found, the 
clowed brighter for an instant and a voice 


I judged he was to be spot 
eloquent of heat and mosquitoes and too 
much “Well, 
want ?” 

“Only a chance to say hello and grab 
I returned, 


coffee demanded, watcher 


ene of those weeds of yours,” 
groping in the darkness for a chair and 
finding the gf a table with my shin 
instead. 

“Here's one, and for the love of Mike 
don’t make so much noise! 
feet in your pocket, if you can’t keep ’em 


] 
oO 
IC? 


Put your big 
from breakin’ the furniture.” He lapsed 
into silence, now and then striking spite 
fully at the winged hypodermics that were 
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making desperate attempts to penetrate 
the protecting smoke cloud. 

“Cheer up. Billy,” I ventured. “The 
paper says it’s going to be a whole lot 
hotter to-morrow. (Disgusted grunt from 
the darkness.) Look at it this way, old 
top: you're just getting acclimated—brok- 
en in, so to speak, for what’s coming later. 
A few days more of this, and you'll be so 
used to heat that when old Charon shocs 
you ashore on the other side of the River 
you'll just naturally call the head waiter 
and order up a dish of chili and a hot 
Scotch and——’” 

“Will you shut up?” savagely. “Of all 
the darn fools here Billy’s voice 
trailed off into unintelligible mutterings 
suggestive of the low, sweet things two 
terriers say just before tearing each other 
apart over a dish of chop bones mixed 
with oatmeal. 





Evidently it was a serious case; I sat 
down and gave the conversational atmos- 
phere a chance to clear. A faint puff of 
air, heavy and lifeless as dregs of wine, 
stirred through the porch vines, bringing 
with it the crescendo whine of a trolley 
car down in the valley. Billy’s cigar 
glowed more and more dimly. His petu- 
lant attacks on the mosquitoes became less 
frequent; gradually his uneasy wriggling 
ceased. He was almost asleep. 

“There's a little stream up along the 
Hudson,” I murmured, in the manner of 
Billy’s favorite angling book, “where I 
used to go fishing years ago. Away back 
among the hills it rises, in a tiny, spring- 
fed lake where lily pads shadow a bottom 
of pure sand. Deep and cold and crystal- 
clear the water is, spreading back among 
the rocks in pleasant little bays where 
mountain ash and hemlocks watch their 
own reflections from dawn till dark, and 
lap-lap-lapping softly at the side of a 
gray bowlder out on the point. And down 
at the outlet there is a group of pines— 
real pines, with laurel bushes dotting their 
layer of fallen needles—and the stream 
flows over a ledge flat as a table, and 
down into a wooded ravine, and on and on 
for miles through a valley of light and 
shadow. There’s always a breeze drawing 


up that funnel valley among the moun- 
tains, a breeze that’s cooled by the spray 
of waterfalls and the dampness of ever- 
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lasting shade beneath the hemlocks. It 
whispers of moss and pebbles, of riffles 
and eddies and a great, dark pool by a 
lightning-shattered maple where the wa- 
ter’s deep enough for real swimming; and 
when it reaches the branclics of those old 
pines its voice grows stronger, and it tells 
of the trout it has seen, and how they 


were rising to a late hatch of duns, 
and——” 

“Are you crazy with the heat, or is 
all that true?” Suddenly Billy was on 


his feet, planted aggressively before me. 
“If you're kidding, so help me, Bob, I'll 
make you hard to But if it’s 
straight, lead me to it!” And I did. 


catch. 


Have you ever, about eight o’clock of 
a sunny July morning, trudged along an 
old logging road through the woods—the 
kind of read that disheveled 
pieces of brush sticking up from the wheel 
ruts where they had been laid to keep 
the wagons from getting hopelessly mired 
when the frost was coming out in the 
spring? About a mile you walked, I think, 
and then the road turned the toe of the 
mountain and entered a 
Wild raspberry bushes 
and across the sandy dust where a streak 
of sunshine spread from wheel track to 
wheel track a wiggly snake trail led. A 
little farther up the ravine a brood of half- 
grown grouse whirred up from a sumac 
thicket beside the road and scattered along 
the Mentally you marked the 
spot for attention next October, and made 
a swift estimate of their number as the 
birds slanted away among the trees—ten 
there counting the 
o'd hen. Another hundred yards, and you 
stopped, knocked the ashes from your 
pipe, pulled your hat down, and struck off 
through the brush toward the bottom of 
the ravine whence came that sweetest of 
water music, the half whisper, half tinkle 
of a rough-country stream shrunken by 
the summer’s drought. Anyway, that’s 
what Billy and I did, and in five minutes 
we were setting up our rods beside The 
3rook that Shall Be Nameless. 

“IT wonder,” said Billy, deep in a study 
of his dry-fly box, “whether I'll start with 
a Wickham or a silver sedge.” He picked 


has worn, 


crooked ravine. 


fringed it here, 


hillside. 


or eleven were, not 
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two or three flies, regarded them 
critically from different angles (for Billy 
is a colorist of the most unconvinceable 
type) and them. light ; 
guess I'll try a hare’s ear; more like that 


little dun you saw a few minutes ago.” | 


out 


replaced “Too 


chose a March brown, and making a de- 
tour up stream, left Billy to work the 
intervening water. 

At the point where I commenced to fish 
the stream is of a character rarely found 
in a trout water of southern New York, On 
either side the hills rise sharply for several 
hundred feet 


outcroppings of 


-gaunt, ragged slopes with 


huge granite forming 


ledges and precipices—and the ravine be- 


tween is choked with such a_ tumbled, 
chaotic mass of bowlders that it seems 
almost a marvel the water can find a 


passage among them. It is as if, aeons 
ago, in unknown ages when ail 
trout whales and every pebble a 
rock, some titanic convulsion had set the 
hills to swaying and toppled from their 
summits great battlements of stone that 
thundered down the slopes to meet with 
fearful impact in the gorge 
Here a granite block large as a wagon 
balances on another not half its width. 
Ten yards away—ten yards of rock frag- 
ments from an inch to five feet in thick- 


those 
were 


below. 


ness—a ledge spans the ravine like a dam, 
forcing the water to one side where it 
shoots through a narrow cleft and strikes 
another huge bowlder midway in its fall. 
Again, the stream leaps down a ten-foot 
stairway each of whose three steps is a 
pool, and at the bottom is a granite “land 
ing” level as a floor. And with it all, not 
a trace of mud; just the bare rocks, a 
little sand and perhaps a creelful of scat- 
tered pebbles, and the water, as clear and 
pure and wholesome as the dew globes 
that at dawn tip the leaves of the 
willow bush on the island in Lost 
Socker Pool. 

“Lost Socker Pool,” you query? Ah, 
but that’s another story, a tale that has 
to do with an old brown trout of portly 
dimensions that battled to freedom one 
drizzly May evening. The story is too 
long to tell here, and besides, probably it 
wouldn't be believed. But the pool is 
there, and sometimes when I get to think- 
ing of the agony, the feeling of sickening 
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helplessness when the tip. straightened 
and the line sagged off toward the foot of 
the pool, it seems as if it happened only 
last evening. 

Where have I wandered to? Oh, yes, 
I had left Billy and gone up the g 
way to commence fishing. We 


orge a 
have a 
custom of dividing the water, have Billy 
and I, that works out very well on streams 
that are too small to admit of our fishing 
along together without getting in each 
other’s and the trout’s way. One of us 
will make a detour a hundred yards or so 
upstream and where he commences cast- 
ing will leave a green branch tip lying in 
a prominent place on some mid-stream 
rock. The other fishes up to this point 
and then, knowing by the branch that he 
has reached water which has already been 
covered, pushes on and takes his turn at 
going ahead. It is not a bad idea on 
streams like this, for in a day’s fishing it 
ensures an equal division of the good and 
the bad spots, and it keeps us from getting 
too widely separated for sociability. So, 
when I had left Billy the usual distance 
behind, I laid a hemlock tip where he 
would see it when he came along, and 
stepped into the stream. 

It was a day for “fine and far off” fish 
ing. In the low and brilliantly clear water 
the trout were as shy as a country cousin 
at a Fifth Avenue reception. I 
out for the tail of a pool thirty feet away, 
and as the fly settled a trout darted from 
beside a rock ten feet farther on and fled 
for cover like a mad thing. The 


reached 


next 
pool and riffle likewise scored a blank, so 
I settled down to real “still hunting,” 
hiding behind bowlders, creeping on all 
fours through the brush, standing motion- 
less for minutes at a time after reaching 
a favorable position, and acting generally 
like an Indian on the trail of at least an 
eight-point buck. Thus were results ob- 
tained—here a lightning-like flash of a 
tail at the foot of a falls, there a dainty 
seven-incher snatched from the 
of a bank, and finally a quarter-pound 
brownie achieved by dibbling the March 
brown over the bubble-shot pool where he 
swam in happy ignorance of the fact that 
the energizing cause of that attractive 
insect’s gyrations was peering through a 
between two bowlders whilst a 


shadow 


crevice 





“REACHED OUT 


third rock slowly bored a hole in the pit 
of his stomach. 

There were others, too; not many, and 
none of them over the nine-inch mark, 
but enough to keep things interesting for 
two office-wearied fishermen with a day 
off. Billy got most of them—he can make 
a whirling dun look as if it were laying 
eggs—and by noon we had an even dozen 
between us. 

As we rested after boiling the kettle 
there came upon us the Master Hand, 
loitering down the stream and flicking his 
flies into difficult nooks and corners with 
an unerring accuracy that it was a treat 
to watch. Wiry, fifty-odd and clad in an 
old suit of dingy gray, he was an example 
of that rarely met and absolutely unbeat- 
able fish getter, the intelligent and ob- 
servant native who has grown up along 
the trout streams and uses the best of 
modern tackle. He left the stream when 
he saw us, and came over to where we 
lay smoking. 

“How are they coming?” we asked, 


FOR A POOL” 


noticing that his creel sagged from his 
shoulder in a way strongly suggestive of 
something more than lunch within. 

“Fair; got a few pretty good ones. ’D 
you do much?” this with a _ calculating 
glance at our rods standing against a 
nearby tree. We showed our creels, and 
the newcomer was evidently satisfied 
with his scrutiny, for he seated himself 
on a convenient bowlder and unearthed 
from a pocket a particularly time-stained 
briar pipe. 

“Thanks, I would like some o’ that 
tobacco—mine got wet when I fell in the 
crick a ways back. These old hobnails 
are about wore out, an’ they don’t hold 
good on the rocks. What flies you been 
usin’ ?”’ 

“Whatever they'd take,’ answered 
Billy, “but mostly Wickham and March 
brown. For a spell a number _ twelve 
hare’s ear worked fairly well, too.” 

“Yes, them’s good flies, but I like a 
leadwing coachman, come sun or rain, 
‘specially for these brown trout. Got this 





tot? 
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feller on one.” The Master Hand raised 
the lid of his creel and lifted out a brown 
trout nearly a pound in weight. We 
gasped. 

“He is a nice fish, but I’ve seen ’em here 
a good deal bigger. When the water 
gets real low along in August you can see 
the real big ones layin’ in the deep pools 

trout of a couple o’ pounds, some of 
‘em. They're hard to catch lawful then, 
but the worst of it is there’s a gang o’ 
muckers down to the village that nets the 
fish—chases ’em round ’nd_ round _ the 
pools that they can't get out of ‘count o’ 
the water’s bein’ so low. You see, there's 
no mud for the fish to kick up an’ rile the 
water, so they ain't got a fair show to 
hide. Warden? Sure, he does the best 
he can, but one man can’t cover ten miles 
o' water all at once. Besides, there’s 
other places for him to go—lots 0’ 
streams in these mountings.” 

“Are there any brook trout left here?” 
[ asked. “Ten years or so ago there 
were plenty of them, but we haven't taken 
any to-day.” 

“No, the browns have pretty near run 
‘em all out. “Long about 1900 the State 
put in a few thousand brown trout year 


uw 


lin’s, an’ they done so good that more 
have been turned in every fall since. 
Some stockin’s been done with the 
speckled ones, too—mostly fingerlin’s an’ 
fry—but they can’t hold out against the 
other kind. An’ I don’t know but what 
it's been a good thing, puttin’ in them 
furrin fish, O’ course, they ain't got the 
pretty co orin’ an’ delicate-like look o’ the 
native trout, but there’s no denyin’ they’re 
the thing for water that’s fished hard 
They seem to take care o’ themselves bet 
ter, an’ grow bigger; an’ they sure put 
up a good scrap. 

“I take it you knew this crick in the old 
days? Well, you remember how diff’rent 
it was th.n—a feller could fish all day 
an’ not see a soul. Hardly anybody come 
up from town then, an’ the brook trout 
had a fair chance to keep up the supply 
‘nd grow big. They did grow big, too. 
I seen as pretty a two-pounder as any 
body could ask caught down in that second 
deep pool below the gorge bridge. The 
man that got him like to popped his eyes 
out when the fish rose; an’ he was an 
old hand at the game, too. Funny thing 
about it was that that trout took a Par 


macheene belle—whale of a big bass fly 





“PLACED A BRANCH TIP WHERE BILLY WOULD SEE IT” 
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that the feller put on as a joke to see if 
he couldn't start somethin’. Gen‘ally a 
fly like that wou'd scare the fish clean out 
on the bank. 

“It’s cur’ous how a big fly will some- 
times sorter surprise a trout into risin’. 
{ recollect a chap that used to come up 
here reg'lar every year—doctor, he was, 
‘nd lived down in one o’ them little Jersey 
towns near New York. What—you knew 


come a-sailin’ up from the bottom o’ the 
pool with his mouth wide open, an’ blame 
me if I wasn’t too dumfizzled to strike. 
He grabbed that fly like it was alive, an’ 
then spit it out again right in front o’ 
me. He was four foot long, four foot 
long, four foot—— an’ he went on past 
me studyin’ an’ mutterin’ an’ shakin’ his 
head. 

“That was all o’ fifteen year ago, an’ 





“FROM A VANTAGE POINT BEHIND SOME GREAT BOULDERS” 


him? Well, well, that is cur’ous; he was 
a durned good fly-fisherman, wasn’t he? 
One season he got an idee that a big 
scarlet ibis would be good to use on some 
o’ these deep pools, an’ one day when the 
fish wouldn’t take reg’lar flies good, he 
put on a red fly on about a 1/0 hook an’ 
started in. I was fishin’ about a hundred 
yards or so ahead o’ him, an’ after a 
while he come along through the brush, 
studyin’ an’ studyin’ an’ mutterin’ like 
he had somethin’ on his mind. 

“*What’s the matter, doc?’ I says. 
‘Matter-’ he says, sorter dazed like. 
‘Why, doggone it, Jim, I just raised a 
trout four foot long, on that red ibis. He 


now things is diff'rent. Still, I ain’t kick- 
in’. After the first week or so o’ the 
season a feller can us’ally find plenty o’ 
room along the crick, an’ there’s still some 
fish worth catchin’.” The old man rose 
to examine his tobacco which had been 
drying on a sunny rock while we talked. 
He stirred it with a calculating fore- 
finger, carefully gathered it up and 
dumped it into a weatherbeaten leather 
pouch, and picked up his rod and creel. 
“Reckon I'll be goin’,” his voice was half 
regretful. “I got a long walk home, an’ 
I want to fish a couple o’ hours more. An’ 
say, some time when there’s more water 
in the crick, you try it down below the 
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crossroads. Ain't many think o’ fishin’ pushing at one of his old wading shoes 


there, but say—it’s a good tip. So long.” that had at last yielded to the harsh treat 


ment of repeated rocks and wettings, and 
now, in its dilapidated condition, was un 


Billy gazed long after the departing 
figure, picking its way carefully and yet 
easily down the rocky stream bed, and willing to leave the excellent companion 
casting here and there still with that same — ship of his left foot. 

‘ uncanny accuracy. Beside us, the water “Well,” said I, 
slid by like liquid glass, sweet and flaw- worth the getting up at four o’clock, worth 
less, on its way to the Hudson down _ the long train ride—do you think the trip 


i 
yonder where the blue Highlands merged has paid?” his struggling with 


— 


“was it worth it, Billy 


He cease 


— 
A 





“THE RAVINE IS CHOKED WITH A TUMBLED CHAOTIC 


MASS OF BOULDERS” 
into the haze of afternoon. A gentle up- the reca‘citrant footgear, straightened up 
stream breeze fanned among the branches and turned 


to me a face from which all 
of a giant sycamore towering sentinel-like 


the worry and weariness of the past weeks 
above the lesser growth of birch and had vanished. 

maple and hickory in the ravine. One of “"Was it worth it?’ Say—from now 
the broad leaves, sherter lived than its en you can kid and josh me all yeu want, 
fellows and already browned by the sum- hot weather or cold, and I'll take it all 
mer, tacked majestically down from an _ like an innecent little child; I will, so help 
: upper branch-and balanced on a detain- me Josephine. ‘lVorth it?’ 
ing twig above the water. The sun turned yes—listen!” 


From the darkness of a 
the bottom of the pool to gold. nearby ravine whence trickled a_ thread 


I should guess 


; , ; P ; ; , of water to enter the stream at our 
Evening. We sat on the coping of the feet, came the calls of a whip 
bridge below the gorge, waiting for the poor-will. A minute, two minutes; then 
carriage that was to take us back to the they gradually died away, and Name 
station. billy, grunting a little with the less Brook, murmuring among its rocks, 


exertion, was alternately tugging and seemed to take up the whispered refrain 
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AN OLD 





LOWER CORNERS 
PATTERN 


AND ROPES ON THE OFF 


AND NOT “‘CORRECT.”’ 


THE GROVER SHARP DIAMOND HITCH 


By Lieut. Townsend Whelen, U. S. A. 


HINK of it; the single diamond, the 

double diamond, the lone packer, 

the square and the squaw hitches and 
a dozen others. Can anyone remember 
them all, or even one without constant 
practice! Several years ago, while serv- 
ing in Luzon, I could saddle a mule with 
aparejos, sling the loads and throw the 
Government diamond, all on the near side; 
then unsaddle and do the same working on 
the far side; all complete and fast inside 
of three minutes. To-day I could not 
puzzle out the hitch alone in an hour. 
Here is a hitch that anyone can learn in 
a minute and remember always; that any- 
one can throw alone in a minute or two, 
and that will absolutely stay put all day 
long over rough trails. I used it for one 
long trip, and my hunting partner, Grover 
Sharp, who designed it, has used it for 
three trips in the roughest country on 
this continent. Steven Camp, an old-time 
Rocky Mountain hunter and trapper, and 
yet a very much up-to-date man, has used 
a modification of it for years. The hint 


which led to the perfection of this hitch 
came from Mr. Camp, but it was perfected 
by Mr. Sharp. It has held for Sharp and 
myself perfectly on every trip. In not a 
single instance have we had to tighten or 
readjust a pack during the day’s march. 
Therefore, we consider it worth telling to 
the bunch, 

This hitch is intended for what might 
be called a “normal” load. That is one 
made up with a pannier, alforjas or kyack 
on either side and a light top pack of flour 
sack, bedding, etc. In other words the 
erdinary pack of the big-game hunter. It 
requires a special hitch rope and panniers 
with rings on the bottom corners, but with 
these necessaries it is elastic enough to 
pack ninety per cent. of the packs one 
sees in the mountains. 

The panniers (I use the word here to 
include alforjas or kyacks) must have “D” 
rings securely fastened to the middle of 
the lower corners as shown in the illustra- 
tion. These rings on the offside pannier 
have 3¢-inch ropes, each 7 feet long. 
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HOW THE TUCKS ARE MADE, WITH THE 
DOUBLE HITCH ROPE PULLED APART 


The hitch rope is made up as shown in 
the drawing. The cinch has a “D” ring 
on the off end and a buckle ring, exactly 
like the offside buckle on the cinch of 
a stock riding saddle, on the near end. 
This cinch is three feet long including 
the rings. To the “D” ring of the cinch 
is attached a double, %-inch rope, 
5% feet long. To the other end of 
this double rope is attached a strap, 134 
inches wide and 2% feet long with holes 
for buckling into the buckle end of the 
cinch. 

To pack and throw the hitch, first hang 
your panniers on the crosstrees of the 
saddle, the pannier with the ropes at- 
tached to the corner rings being hung on 
the off side (right side). Lay on your 
top pack and your pack sheet over all. 
Throw your combination hitch rope over 
the pack, the buckle end of the cinch 
coming on the near side just under the 
pannier, Run the strap through the buckle 
and cinch up the hitch rope as tight. as 
you can, using the left knee against the 
pannier to obtain purchase for the pull. 
Go to the off side and make two tucks in 
the double rope of the cinch where it 
crosses over the top of the pack (at the 


apex of the load). That is, force one 
rope under the other twice, twisting it, 
and then pul: the ropes apart about six 
inches (see illustration). Place the rope 
attached to the rear corner ring of the off 
pannier under the rear one of the double 
cinch ropes where they are pulled apart 
on top, and the front pannier rope under 
the front cinch rope, letting the ends of 
each dangle down on the near side of the 
load (see illustration). Go to the near 
side and take hold of the front pannier 
rope and pull as tightly as possible, with 
the right foot against the near pannier, 
and tie the rope to the front corner ring 
of the near pannier. Similarly, pull the 
rear pannier rope very tight and tie to the 
rear ring of the near pannier, and she is 
fast, and will stay put through thick and 
thin. Notice the nice diamond on top, 
how tight every rope is, and how the tight- 
ness of every rope tends to take up any 
looseness in every other rope. 

To unpack, unbuckle the hitch rope, 
untie the pannier ropes where tied to the 





TOP VIEW AFTER PANNIER ROPES HAVE BEEN 
PASSED THROUGH THE DOUBLE 
CINCH ROPE 


[he packer has hold of the two pannier ropes and the 
diamond is shown almost formed. 








SIDE VIEW OF PANNIERS AND HITCH 
rings of the near pannier, and lift every- 
thing off. Good time for unpacking is 
ten seconds. 

The advantages of this hitch over all 
others for normal loads are the simplicity, 
the ease and quickness in throwing, the 
quickness with which the pack can be 
thrown off in an emergency, and last but 
not least the fact that one man can throw 
the hitch as easily and almost as fast as 
two. After a few trials one man can get 
the packing time down to under two 
minutes, with everything put on to stay. 
And she stays put, don’t forget that, you 


who are trying for the Diamond Hitch 
High Honor, for this pack has held 


for eight hours’ travel for over thirty 
days. 

A description of how we made up our 
packs may not be amiss here. The grub 
was packed in waterproof bags and placed 
in the panniers, each pannier loaded to 
weigh from 50 to 60 pounds (you must 
cut that those on the same horse 
weigh alike). One horse also carried a 
small top pack of grub in a waterproof 


look 


ROPE, THE 








LATTER AS IT SHOULD BE MADE 


The other horse carried the 
cook box as a top pack. 
fiber, made like a telescope traveling bag. 


It measured 1934 by 10% by 7% inches, 


flour sack. 


This box was of 


and contained the cooking utensils, repair 
kit, pill kit, and cleaning kit for the rifles 
as well as all cur toilet articles. After 
the panniers had been hung on the saddle 
blanket folded and laid on the 
saddle between the cresstrees. Then the 
cook box was laid on top of the blanket 
and fitted exactly between the crosstrees. 
Hobbles and bells were laid on one side 
of the box, and a bag of clothing on the 
other side. A folded blanket, about three 
feet square, was laid over all, and on top 
of this the pack cover was thrown. This 
pack cover was a waterproof ground cloth, 


one Was 


eight feet square, folded to be four feet 
square. Then the hitch was thrown, and 
afterwards the axe, in its sheath, was 
thrust under the diamond on top of the 
pack, handle to the rear, and tied fast. 
This kitchen box was a fine thing to hold 
all this particular duffle, as anyone who 
has tried to pack it in a canvas pannier 


(Continued in Sportsman’s Workshop, p. 322) 
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CHAPTER XXII 


LACK Star and Night, answering to 
B spur, swept swiftly westward along 

the white, slow-rising, sage-bordered 
trail. Venters heard a mournful howl 
from Ring, but Whitie was silent. The 
blacks settled into their fleet long strid- 
ing gallop. The wind sweetly fanned 
Venters’ hot face. From the summit of 
the first low-swelling ridge he looked back. 
Lassiter waved his hand, Jane waved her 
scarf. Venters replied by standing in his 
stirrups and holding high his sombrero. 
Then the dip of the ridge hid them. From 
the height of the next he turned once 
more. Lassiter, Jane, the burros had dis- 
appeared. They had gone down into the 
pass. Venters felt a sensation of irrepar- 
able loss. ' 

“Bern—look!” called Bess, pointing up 
the long slope. 

A small dark moving dot split the line 
where purple sage met blue sky. That 
dot was a band of riders. 

“Pull the black, Bess.” 

They slowed from gallop to canter, then 


to trot. The fresh and 
not like the check. 

“Bern, Black Star has great eyesight.” 

“I wonder if they're Tull’s riders. They 
might be rustlers. But it’s all the same 
to us.” 

The black dot grew to be a dark patch 
moving under low dust clouds. It grew 
all the time, though very slowly. There 
were long periods when it was in plain 
sight, and intervals when it dropped be- 
hind the sage. The blacks trotted for 
half an hour, for another half hour, and 
still the moving patch appeared to stay 
on the horizon line. Gradually, however, 
as time passed, it began to enlarge, to 
creep down the slope, to encroach upon 
the intervening distance. 


eager horses did 


“Bess, what do,you make them out?” 
asked Venters. “I don’t think they’re 
rustlers,” 

“They're sage-riders,” replied Bess, “I 
see a white horse and several grays. 
Rustlers seldom ride any horses but bays 
and blacks.” 


“That white horse is Tull’s. Pull the 
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black, Bess. 
We're in 
afraid?” 

“Not now,” answered the girl, smiling. 

“You needn’t be. 
enough to make Black Star know you're 
on him. I won't be able to stay with you. 
You'll leave Tul! and his riders as if they 
were standing still.” 

“How about you?” 

“Never fear. If I can’t stay with you 
I can still laugh at Tull.” 

“Look—Bern! They’ve stopped on that 
ridge. They see us.” 

“Yes. But we're too far yet for them 
to make out who we are. 
nize the blacks first. 


I'll get down and cinch up. 


for some riding. Are you 


Bess, you don’t weigh 


They'll recog- 
We've passed most 
Now, 
when I give the word let Black Star go 
and ride!” 

Venters calculated that a mile or more 


of the ridges and the thickest sage. 


still intervened between them and_ the 
riders. They were approaching at a swift 
canter. Soon Venters recognized Tull’s 


white horse, and concluded that the riders 
had likewise recognized Black Star and 
Night. But it would be impossible for Tull 
yet to see that the blacks were not ridden 
by Lassiter and Jane. Venters noted that 
Tull and the line of horsemen, perhaps 
ten or twelve in number, stopped several 
times and evidently looked hard down the 
slope. It must have been a_ puzzling 
circumstance for Tull. Venters laughed 
grimly at the thought of what Tull’s rage 
would be when he finally discovered the 
trick. Venters meant to sheer out into 
the sage before Tull could possibly be sure 
who rode the blacks. 

The gap closed to a distance of half 
a mile. Tull halted. His riders came up 
and formed a dark group around him. 
Venters thought he saw him wave his 
arms, and was certain of it when the 
riders dashed into the sage, to right and 
left of the trail. Tull had anticipated 
just the move held in mind by Venters. 

“Now, Bess!” shouted Venters. “Strike 
north. round those and turn 
west.” 

Black Star sailed over the low sage and 
in a few leaps got into his stride and was 
running. Venter spurred Night after 
him. It was hard going in the sage. The 
horses could run as well there, but keen 


Go riders 
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evesight and judgment must constantly 
be used by the riders in choosing ground. 

And continuous swerving from aisle to 
ais'e between the brush, and leaping little 

washes and mounds of the pack-rats, and 
breaking through sage, made rough rid- 

ing. When Venters had turned into a 
leng aisle he had time to look up at Tull’s 

riders. They were now strung out into 
an extended line riding northeast. And 
as Venters and Bess were holding due 
north this meant, if the horses of Tull and 
his riders had the speed and the staying 

power, they would head the blacks and 
turn them back down the slope. Tull’s 
men were not saving their mounts; they 
were driving them desperately. Venters 
*feared only an accident to Black Star or 

Night, and skillful riding wou!d mitigate 
possibility of that. One glance ahead 
served to show him that Bess could pick 
a course through the sage as well as he. 

She looked neither back nor at the 
running riders, and bent forward over 

Black Star’s neck and studied the ground 
ahead. 

It struck Venters, presentiy, after he 
had glanced up from time to time, that 

Bess was drawing away from him as he 
had expected. Te had, however, only 
thought of the light weight Black Star 
was carrying and of his superior speed; 
saw now that the black 
ridden as never before, except when Jerry 
Card lost the race to Wrangle. How 
easily, gracefully, naturally Bess sat her 
saddle! She could ride! Suddenly Vent- 
ers remembered she had said she could 
ride. But he had not dreamed she was 
capable of such superb horsemanship. 
Then all at once, flashing over him, thrill- 
ing him, came the recollection that Bess 
was Oldring’s Masked Rider. 

He forgot Tull—the running riders— 
the race. He let Night have a free rein 
and felt him lengthen out to suit himself, 
knowing he would keep to Black Star’s 
course, knowing that had been chosen by 
the best rider now on the upland sage. 
For Jerry Card was dead. And fame had 
rivalled him with only one rider, and that 
was the slender girl who now swung so 
easily with Black Star’s stride. Venters 


he was being 


had abhorred her notoriety, but now he 
took passionate pride in her skill, her dar- 
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ing, her power over a horse. And he 
delved into his memory, recalling famous 
rides, which he had heard related in the 
villages and round the camp-fires. Old- 
ring’s Masked Rider! Many times this 
strange rider, at once well known and un- 
known, had escaped pursuers by matchless 


riding. He had run the gauntlet of vigi- 
lantes down the main street of Stone 
3ridge, leaving dead horses and dead 


rustlers behind. He had jumped his horse 
over the Gerber Wash, a deep, wide ravine 
separating the fields of Glaze from the 


wild sage. He had been surrounded 
north of Sterling; and he had_ broken 
through the line. How often had been 


told the story of day stampedes, of night 
raids, of pursuit—and then how the 
Masked Rider, swift as the wind, was 
gone in the sage! A fleet dark horse— 
a slender dark form—a black mask—a 
driving run down the slope—a dot on the 
purple sage—a shadowy muffled steed dis- 
appearing in the night! 

And this Masked Rider of the uplands 
had been Elizabeth Erne! 

The sweet sage-wind rushed in Venters’ 
face and sang a song in his ears He 
heard the dull rapid beat of Night’s hoofs; 
he saw Black Star drawing away, farthef 
and farther. He realized both horses 
were swinging to the west. Then gun 
shots in the rear reminded him of Tull. 
Venters looked back. Far to the side, 
dropping behind, trooped the riders. They 
were shooting. Venters saw no puffs of 











dust, heard no whistling bullets. He was 
out of range. When he looked back 


again Tull’s riders had given up pursuit. 
The best they could do, no doubt, had 
been to get near enough to recognize who 
really rode the blacks. Venters saw Tull 
drooping in his saddle. 

Then Venters pulled Night out of his 
running stride. Those few miles had 
scarcely warmed the black, but Venters 
wished to save him. Bess turned, and 
though she was far away, Venters caught 
the white glint of her waving hand. He 
held Night to a trot and rode on, seeing 
Bess and Black Star, and the sloping up- 
ward stretch of sage, and from time to 
time the receding black riders behind. 
Soon they disappeared behind a ridge and 
he turned no more. They would go back 
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to Lassiter’s trail, and follow it, and fol- 
low in vain. So Venters on with 
the wind growing sweeter to taste and 
smell; and the purple sage richer and the 
sky bluer in his sight; and the song in his 
ears ringing. By and bye Bess halted to 
wait for him and he knew she had come 
to the trail. When he reached her it was 
to smile at sight of her standing with arms 
round Black Star’s neck. 


rode 


“Oh! Bern! I love him!” she cried 
“He’s beautiful; he knows; and how he 
can run! I've had fast horses. But 
Black Star! Wrangle never beat 
him !” 


“I’m wondering if I didn’t dream that. 
—Bess, the blacks are grand. What it 
must have Jane—ah !—well, when 
we get out of this wild country with Star 
and Night—back to my old home in II- 
linois, we'll buy a beautiful farm with 
meadows and springs and cool shade. 
There we'll turn the horses free—free to 
roam and browse and drink—never to feel 
a spur again—never to be ridden!” 

“I would like that,’ said Bess. 

They rested. Then, mounting, they rode 
side by side up the white trail. The sun 
rose higher behind them. Far to the left 
a low line of green marked the site of 
Cottonwvoods. Venters looked once and 
looked no more. gazed only straight 
ahead. They put the blacks to the long 
swinging rider’s canter, and at times pulled 
them to a trot, and occasionally to a walk 
The hours passed, the miles slipped behind 
and the wall of rock loomed in the fore. 
The notch opened wide. It was a rugged 
stony pass, but with level and open trail, 
and Venters and Bess ran the blacks 
through it. An old trail led off to the 
right, taking the line of the wall, and 
this Venters knew to be the trail men- 
tioned by Lassiter. 

The little hamlet Glaze, a white and 
green patch in the vast waste of purple, 
lay miles down a slope much like the 
Cottonwoods slop@, only this descended to 
the west. And miles farther west a faint 
zreen spot marked the location of Stone 
Bridge. All the rest of that world was 
seemingly smooth undulating sage, with 
no ragged lines of cafions to accentuate its 
wildness. 

“Bess, 


cost 





Bess 


we're safe—we're free!” said 








264 Field and Stream 


Venters. “We're alone on the sage. 
We're half-way to Sterling.” 

“Ah! I wonder how it is with Lassiter 
and Miss Withersteen.” 

“Never fear, Bess. He'll outwit Tull. 
He'll get away and hide her safely. He 
might climb into Surprise Valley, but | 
don’t think he'll go so far.” 

“Bern, will we ever find any place like 
our beautiful valley?” 

“No. But dear, listen! We'll go back 
some day, after years—ten years. Then 
we'll be forgotten. And our valley will 
be just as we left it.” 

“What if Balancing Rock falls and 
closes the outlet to the pass?” 

“I’ve thought of that. I'll pack in ropes 
and ropes. And if the outlet’s closed 
we'll climb up the cliffs and over them to 
the valley and go down on rope ladders. 
It could be done. I know just where to 
make the climb and I'll never forget.” 

“Oh, yes, let us go back!” 

“It’s something sweet to look forward 
to. Bess, it’s like all the future looks to 
me.” 

“Call me—Elizabeth,” she said shyly. 

“Elizabeth Erne! It’s a beautiful name. 
Sut I'll never forget Bess. Do you know 
—have you thought that very soon—by 
this time to-morrow—you will be Eliza- 
beth Venters?” 

So they rode on down the old _ trail. 
And the sun sloped to the west and a 
golden sheen lay on the sage. The hours 
sped now; the afternoon waned. Often 
they rested the horses. The glisten of a 
pool of water in a hollow caught Venters’ 
eyes, and here he unsaddled the blacks 
and let them roll and drink and browse. 
When he and Bess rode up out of the hol- 
low the sun was low, a crimson ball, and 
the valley seemed veiled in purple fire and 
smoke. It was that short time when the 
sun appeared to rest before setting, and 
silence, like a cloak of invisible life, lay 
heavy on all that shimmering world of 
sage, 

They watched the sun begin to bury its 
red curve under the dark horizon. 

“We'll ride on till late,” he said. “Then 
you can sleep a little while I watch and 
graze the horses. And we'll ride into 
Sterling early to-morrow. We'll be mar- 
ried! . . . We'll be in time to catch the 


stage We'll tie Black Star and Night 
Lbehind—and then—for a country not wild 
and terrible like this!” 

“Oh! Bern! Sut look! the sun is 
setting on the sage—the last time for us 
till we dare come again to the Utah 
border. Ten years! Oh, Bern, look, so 
you will never forget!” 

Slumbering fading purple fire burned 
over the undulating sage-ridges. Long 
streaks and bars and shafts and spears 
fringed the far western slope. Drifting 
golden veils mingled with low purple 
shadows. Colors and shades changed in 
slow wondrous transformation. 

Suddenly Venters was startled by a 
low rumbling roar—so low that it was like 
*the roar in a sea-shell. 

“Bess, did you hear anything?” he 
whispered. 


“No.” 
“Listen ! Maybe I only imagined 
—ah !” 


Out of the east or north, from remote 
distance, breathed an_ infinitely low, 
continuous!y long sound-—deep, weird, 
detonating, thundering, 
dying. 


deadening — 


CHAPTER XXIII 
THE FALL OF BALANCING ROCK 


HROUGH tear-blurred sight Jane 

Withersteen watched Venters and 

Elizabeth Erne and the black racers 
disappear over the ridge of sage. 

“They're gone!” said Lassiter. “An’ 
they're safe now. An’ there'll never be 
a day of their comin’ happy lives but 
what they'll remember Jane Withersteen 
an’—an’ Uncle Jim! I reckon, Jane, 
we'd better be on our way.” 

The burros obediently wheeled and 
started down the break with little, cautious 
steps, but Lassiter had to leash the whin- 
ing dogs and lead them. Jane felt herself 
bound in a feeling that was neither listless- 
ness nor indifference, yet which rendered 
her incapable of interest. She was still 
strong in body, but emotionally tired. 
That hour at the entrance to Deception 
Pass had been the climax of her suffer- 
ing—the flood of her wrath—the last of 
her sacrifice—the supremacy of her love— 
and the attainment of peace. She thought 
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that if she had little Fay she would not 
ask any more of life. 

an automaton she followed Las- 
siter down the steep trail of dust and bits 
of weathered stone; and when the little 
slides moved with her or piled around her 
knees, she experienced no alarm. Vague 
relief came to her in the sense of being 
enclesed between dark stone walls, deep 
hidden from the glare of sun, from the 


Like 


La:siter lengthened the 
stirrup straps on one of the burros and 
bade her mount and ride close to him. 
She was to keep the burro from crack- 
ng his little, hard hoofs on stones. 


glistening sage. 


Then 
she was riding on between dark gleaming 
wal!s. There were quiet and rest and cool- 
this She noted, though 
not markedly, that they passed close under 
shady bulging shelves of cliff, through 
patches of grass and sage and thicket, and 
of slender trees, and over white 
pebbly washes, and around masses of 
broken rock. The burros trotted tireless- 
ly; the dogs, once more free, pattered 
tirelessly ; and Lassiter led on with never 
a stop, and at every open place he looked 
back. The shade under the walls gave 
place to sunlight. And presently they 
came to a dense thicket of slender trees, 
through which they pressed to rich green 
erass and water. Here Lassiter rested 
the burros for a little while, but he was 
restless, uneasy, silent, always listening, 
peering under the trees. She dully re- 
flected that enemies were behind themn— 
before them; still the thought awakened 
no dread or concern or interest. 

At his bidding she mounted and rode 
on close to the heels of his burro. The 
cafon narrowed; the walls lifted their 
rugged rims higher; and the sun shone 
down hot from the center of the blue 
stream of sky above. Lassiter traveled 
slower, with more exceeding care as to 
the ground he chose, and he kept speak- 
ing low tothe dogs. They were now hunt- 
ing dogs—keen, alert, suspicious, sniffing 
the warm breeze. The monotony of the 
yellow walls broke in change of color and 


ness in canon 


groves 


smooth surface, and the rugged outline 
of rims grew craggy. Splits appeared 


in deep breaks, and gorges running at 
right angles, and then the pass opened 
wide at a junction of intersecting cafons. 
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led his burro, 
called the dogs close, and proceeded at 
snail’s pace through dark masses of rock 


Lassiter dismounted, 


and dense thickets under the left wall. 
Long he watched and listened before 
venturing to cross the mouths of side 
canons. At length he halted, tied his 


burro, lifted a warning hand to Jane, and 
then slipped away among the boulders, 
and, followed by the stealthy dogs, dis- 
appeared from sight. The time he 
mained absent was neither short nor long 
to Jane Withersteen. 

When he reached her side again he 
was pate, and his lips were set in a hard 
line, and his gray eyes glittered coldly. 
Bidding her dismount he led the burros 


re- 


into a covert of stones and cedars, and 
tied them. 

“Jane, I’ve run into the fellers I've 
been lookin’ for, an’ I’m goin’ after 
them,” he said. 

“Why?” she asked. 

“I reckon I won't take time to tell 
you.” 

“Couldn't we slip by without being 
seen ?”’ 

“Likely enough. But that ain’t my 
game. An’ I'd like to know in case | 
don’t come back, what you'll do.” 

“What can I do?” 

“T reckon you can go back to Tull. Or 


stay in the Pass an’ be taken off by rus- 
tlers. Which’ll you do?” 

“T don’t know. I can’t think very well 
But I believe I’d rather be taken off by 
rustlers.” 

Lassiter sat down, put his head in his 
hands, and remained for a few moments 
in what appeared to be deep and painful 
thought. When he lifted his face it was 
haggard, lined, cold as sculpiured marble. 

“I'll go. I only mentioned that chance 
of my not comin’ back. 
to come.” 

“Need 
fight more? 
blood ?” 

“I'd like to tell you why I’m goin’,” he 
continued, in coldness he had seldom used 
to her. She remarked it, but it was the 
same to her as if he had spoken with his 
old gentle warmth. “But I reckon I 
won't. Only, I'll say that mercy an’ 
goodness, such as is in you, though they’re 


I’m pretty sure 

risk so much? Must you 

Haven't you shed enough 
e 


you 
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the grand things in human nature, can’t 
be lived up to on this Utah border. Life's 
hell out here. You think—or you used to 
think—that your religion made this life 
heaven. Mebbe them scales on your eyes 
has dropped now. Jane, I wou!dn’t have 
you no different, an’ that’s why I’m goin’ 
to try to hide you somewhere in this pass. 
I'd iike to hide many more women, for 
I've come to see there are more like you 
among your people. An’ I'd like you to 
see jest how hard an’ cruel this border 
life is. It’s bloody. You'd think churches 
an’ churchmen wou!d make it better. 
They make it worse. You give names to 
things 
monism, duty, faith, glory. You dream 
—or you're driven mad. I’m a man, an’ 
I know. I name fanatics, followers, blind 
women, oppressors, thieves, ranchers, 
rustlers, riders. An’ we have—what 
you've lived through these last months. 
It can’t be helped. But it can’t last al- 
ways. An’ remember this—some day the 
border’ll be better, cleaner, for the ways 
of men like Lassiter!” 

She saw him shake his tall form erect, 
look at her strangely and steadfastly, and 
then, noiselessly, stealthily slip away 
amid the rocks and trees. Ring and 
Whitie, not being bidden to follow, re- 
mained with Jane. She felt extreme 
lassitude, yet somehow it did not seem to 
be of her body. And she sat down in the 
shade and tried to think. She saw a 
creeping lizard, cactus flowers, the droop- 
ing burros, the resting dogs, an eagle 
high over a yellow crag. Once the mean- 
est flower—a color—the flight of a bee— 
or any living thing had given her deepest 
joy. Lassiter had gone off, yielding to 
his incurable blood-lust, probably to his 
own death; and she was sorry, but there 
was no feeling in her sorrow. 

Suddenly from the mouth of the cafion 
just beyond her rang out a clear sharp re- 
port of a rifle. Echoes clapped. Then 
followed a piercingly high yell of anguish, 
quickly breaking. Again echoes clapped, 
in grim imitation. Dull revolver shots— 
hoarse yells—pound of hoofs—shrill 
neighs of horses—commingling of echoes 
—and again silence! Lassiter must be 
busily engaged, thought Jane, and no 
chill trembled over her, no blanching 





bishops, elders, ministers, Mor 


tightened her skin. Yes, the border was 
a bloody place. But life had always been 
s!oody. Men were blood-spillers. Phases 
of the history of the world flashed 
through her mind—Greek and Roman 
wars—dark medieval times—the crimes 
in the name of religion. On sea, on land, 
everywhere—-shooting, stabbing, cursing, 
clashing, fighting men! Greed—power— 
oppression — fanaticism — leve —hate— re- 
venge—justice—freedom—for these men 
kiled one another. 

She lay there under the cedars, gazing 
up through the delicate lace-like foliage 
at the blue sky, and she thought and won 
dered and did not care. 

More rattling shots disturbed the noon- 
day quiet. She heard a sliding of weath- 
ered rock—a hoarse shout of warning—— 
a yell of alarm—again the clear sharp 
crack of a rifle—and another cry, that 


was a cry of death. Then rifle reports 
pierced a dull volley of revolver shots. 
Bullets whizzed over Jane’s hiding p!ace; 
one struck a stone and whined away in 
the air. After that, for a time, succeeded 
desultory shots; and then they ceased 
under long thundering fire from heavier 
guns. 

Sooner or later, then, Jane heard the 
cracking of horses’ hoofs on the stones, 
ind the sound came nearer and nearer. 
Silence intervened until Lassiter’s soft 
jingling step assured her of his approach. 
When he appeared he was covered with 
blood. 

“All right, Jane,” he said. “I come 
back. An’ don’t worry.” 

With water from a canteen he washed 
the blood from his face and hands. 

“Jane, hurry now. Tear my scarf in 
two, an’ tie up these places. That hole 
through my head is some inconvenient, 
worse’n this cut over my ear. There! 
you’re doin’ fine. Not a bit nervous— 
no tremblin’. I reckon I ain’t done your 
courage justice. I’m glad you’re brave 
jest now—you'll need to be. Well, I was 
hid pretty good, enough to keep them 
from shootin’ me deep, but they was 
slingin’ lead close all the time. I used 
up all the rifle shells, an’ then I went 
after them. Mebbe you heard. It was 
then I got hit. I had to use up every 
shell in my own guns, an’ they did too, 
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as I seen. Rustlers an’ Mormons, Jane! 
\n’ now I’m packin’ five bullet holes in 
my carcass, an’ guns without shells. 
Hurry—now.” 

He unstrapped the saddle-bags from 
the burros, slipped the saddles and let 
them lie, turned the burros loose, and 
calling the dogs, led the way through 
stones and cedars to an open where two 
horses stood. 

“Jane, are you strong?” he asked. 

“I think so. I’m not tired,” Jane re- 
plied. 

“IT don’t mean that way. Can you bear 
up?” 

“T think I can bear anything.” 

“IT reckon you look a Iittle cold an’ 
thick. So I’m preparin’ you.” 

“For what?” 

“TI didn’t tell you why I jest had to go 
after them fellers. I couldn't tell you. 
I believe you'd have died. But I can 
tell you now—if you'll bear up under a 
shock ?” 

“Go on, my friend.” 

“I've got little Fay! Alive 
—but she'll live!” 

Jane Withersteen’s dead-locked feeling, 
rent by Lassiter’s deep quivering voice, 
leaped into an agony of sensitive life. 

“Here,” he added, and showed her 
where little Fay lay on the grass. Un- 
able to speak, unable to stand, Jane 
dropped on her knees. By that long 
beautiful golden hair Jane recognized the 
beloved Fay. But Fay’s loveliness was 
gone. Her face was drawn and looked 
old with grief. But her heart beat— 
she was not dead—and Jane Withersteen 
gathered strength and lived again. 

“You see I jest had to go after Fay,” 
Lassiter was saying, as he knelt to bathe 
her little, pale face. ‘But I reckon I don’t 
want to make no more choices like the 
one I had to make. There was a crippled 
feller in that bunch, Jane. Mebbe Ven- 
ters crippled him. Anyway that’s why 
they were holdin’ up here. I seen little 
Fay first thing, an’ was hard put to it to 
figure out a way to get her. An’ I want- 
ed hosses, too. I had to take chances. 
So I crawled close to their camp. One 
feller jumped a hoss with little Fay, an’ 
when I shot him, of course she dropped. 
She’s stunned an’ bruised—she fell right 





bad hurt 
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on her head—Jane! She’s comin’ to! 
She ain’t bad hurt!” 

Fay’s long lashes fluttered; her eyes 
opened. At first they seemed glazed over 
They looked dazed by pain. Then they 
quickened, darkened to shine with intel- 
ligence — bewilderment — memory — and 
sudden wonderful joy. 

“Muvver—Jane!” she whispered. 

“Oh little Fay! little Fay!” cried Jane, 
lifting, clasping the child to her. 

“Now, we've got to rustle!” said Las- 
siter, in grim coolness. “Jane, look down 
the pass!” 





Across the mounds of rock and sage 
Jane caught sight of a band of riders 
filing out of the narrow neck of the pass; 
and in the lead was a white horse, which, 
even at a distance of a mile or more, 
she knew. 

“Tull!” she almost screamed. 

“IT reckon. But Jane, we've still -got 
the game in our hands. They're ridin’ 
tired hosses. Venters likely give them a 
chase. He wouldn’t forget that. An’ 
we've fresh hosses.” 

Hurriedly he strapped cn the saddle- 
bags, gave quick glance to girths and 
cinches and stirrups, then leaped astride. 

“Lift little Fay up,” he said. 

With shaking arms Jane complied. 

“Get back your nerve, woman! This’s 
life or death now. Mind that. Climb up! 
Keep your wits. Stick close to me. 
Watch where your hoss’s goin’ an’ ride!” 

Somehow Jane mounted; somehow 
found strength to hold the reins, to spur, 
to cling on, to ride. A horrible quaking 
craven fear possessed her soul. Lassiter 
led the swift flight across the wide space, 
over washes, through sage, into a narrow 
cafion where the rapid clatter of hoofs 
rapped sharply from the walls. The wind 
roared in her ears; the gleaming cliffs 
swept by; trail and sage and grass moved 
under her. Lassiter’s bandaged blood- 
stained face turned to her; he shouted 
encouragement; ht looked back down the 
pass; he spurred his horse. Jane clung 
on, spurring likewise. And the horses set- 
tled from hard, furious galloping into a 
long-striding driving run. She had never 
ridden at anything like that pace; desper- 
ately she tried to get the swing of the 
horse; to be of some help to him in that 
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race; to see the best of the ground and 
guide him into it. But she failed of ev- 
eiything except to keep her seat in the 
saddle, and to spur and spur. At times 
she closed her eyes, unable to bear sight 
of Fay’s golden curls streaming in the 
wind. She could not pray; she could not 
rail; she no longer cared for herself. All 
of life—of good—of use in the world—of 
hope in heaven centered in Lassiter’s 
ride with little Fay to safety. She would 
have tried to turn the iron-jawed brute 
she rode; she would have given herself 
to that relentless dark-browed Tull. But 
she knew Lassiter would turn with her, 
se she rode on and on. 

Whether that run was of moments or 
hours Jane Withersteen could not tell. 
Lassiter's horse covered her with froth 
that blew back in white streams. Both 
herses ran their limit; were allowed to 
slow down in time to save them; and 
went on dripping, heaving, staggering. 

“Oh! Lassiter, we must run—we must 
run!” 

He looked back, saying nothing. The 
bandage had blown from his head, and 
blood trickled down his face. He was 
bowing under the strain of injuries, of 
the ride, of his burden. Yet how cool 
and gray he looked—how intrepid! 

The horses walked—trotted—galloped— 
ran—to fall again to walk. Hours sped 
or dragged. Time was an instant—an 
eternity. Jane Withersteen felt hell pur- 
suing her and dared not look back for 
fear she would fall from her horse. 

“Oh, Lassiter! Is he coming?” 

The grim rider looked over his shoul- 
der, but said no word. Little Fay’s gold- 
en hair floated on the breeze. The sun 
shone; the walls gleamed; the sage glis- 
tened. And then it seemed the sun van- 
ished, the walls shaded, the sage paled. 
The horses walked—trotted—galloped— 
ran—to fall again to walk. Shadows 
gathered under shelving cliffs. The cafion 
turned, brightened, opened into long wide 
vall-enclosed valley. Again the sun, now 
lowering in the west, reddened the sage. 
Far ahead round scrawled stones appeared 
to block the pass. 

“Bear up, Jane, bear up!” called Las- 
siter. “It’s our game, if you don’t weak- 
en. 


Lassiter! Go on—alone: Save little 
Fay !” 

“Only with you!” 

“Oh!—I’m a coward!—a_ miserable 
coward! I can't fight or think or hope 
or pray!—I’m lost! Oh! Lassiter, look 
back! Is he coming? I'll not—hold 
out % 

“Keep your breath, woman, an’ ride 
not for yourself or for me, but for Fay!” 

A last breaking run across the sage 
brought Lassiter’s horse to a walk. 

“He’s done.” said the rider. 

“Oh, no—no!” moaned Jane. 

“Look back, Jane, look back. Three— 
four miles we've come across this valley, 
an’ no Tull yet in sight. Only a few 
eaniles more!” 

Jane looked back over the long stretch 
of sage, and found the narrow gap in the 
wall, cut of which came a file of dark 
horses with a white horse in the lead. 
Sight of the riders acted upon Jane as a 
stimulant. The weight of cold horrible 
terror lessened. And gazing forward at 
the dogs, at Lassiter’s limping horse, at 
the blood on his face, at the rocks grow- 
ing nearer—last at Fay’s golden hair, the 
ice left her veins, and slowly, strangely 
she gained hold of strength that she be- 
lieved would see her to the safety Las- 
siter promised. And as she gazed Las- 
siter’s horse stumbled and fell. 

He swung his leg and slipped from the 
saddle. 

“Jane, take the child,’ he said, and 
lifted Fay up. Jane clasped her with 
arms suddenly strong. “They’re gainin’,” 
went on Lassiter, as he watched the pur- 
suing riders. “But we'll beat ‘em yet.” 

Turning with Jane’s bridle in his hand 
he was about to start when he saw the 
saddle-bag on the fallen horse. 

“I’ve jest about got time,” he muttered, 
and with swift fingers that did not blun- 
der or fumble he loosened the bag and 
threw it over his shoulder. Then he 
started to run, leading Jane’s horse, and 
he ran, and trotted, and walked, and ran 
again. Close ahead now Jane saw a rise 
of bare rock. 








Lassiter reached it, 


searched along the base, and finding a 
low place dragged the weary horse up and 
over round smooth stone. Looking back- 
ward Jane saw Tull’s white horse not a 
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mile distant, with riders strung out in a 
long line behind him. Looking forward 
she saw more valley to the right, and to 
the left a towering cliff. Lassiter pulled 
the horse and kept on. 

Little Fay lay in her arms with wide- 
open eyes—eyes which were still shad- 
owed by pain, but no longer fixed, glazed 
in terror. The golden curls blew across 
Jane’s lips; the little hands feebly clasped 
her arm; a ghost of a troubled, trustful 
smile hovered round the sweet lips. And 
Jane Withersteen awoke to the spirit of 
a lioness, 

Lassiter was leading the horse up a 
smooth slope toward cedar trees of twist- 
ed and bleached appearance. Among 
these he halted. 

“Jane, give me the girl an’ get down,” 
he said. As if it wrenched him he un- 
buckled the empty black guns with a 
strange air of finality. He then received 
Fay in his arms and stood a moment look- 
ing backward. Tull’s white horse mount- 
ed the ridge of round stone, and several 
bays or blacks followed. “I wonder what 
he’ll think when he sees them empty guns. 
Jane, bring your saddle-bag and climb 
after me.” 

A glistening, wonderful bare slope, with 
little holes, swelled up and up to lose it- 
self in a frowning yellow cliff. Jane 
closely watched her steps and climbed 
behind Lassiter. He moved slowly. Per- 
haps he was only husbanding his strength. 
But she saw drops of blood on the stone, 
and then she knew. They climbed and 
climbed without looking back. Her breast 
labored; she began to feel as if little 
points of fiery steel were penetrating her 
side into her lungs, She heard the panting 
of Lassiter, and the quicker panting of 
the dogs. 

Wait—here,” he said. 

Before her rose a bulge of stone, nicked 
with little, cut steps, and above that a cor- 
ner of yellow wall, and overhanging that 
a vast ponderous cliff. 

The dogs pattered up, disappeared 
round the corner. Lassiter mounted the 
steps with Fay, and he swayed like a 
drunken man, and he too disappeared. 
But instantly he returned alone and half 
ran, half slipped down to her. 

Then from below pealed up _ hoarse 


shouts of angry men. Tull and several 
of his riders had reached the spot where 
l_assiter had parted with his guns. 

“You'll need that breath—mebbe!” said 
Lassiter, facing downward, with glitter- 
ing eyes. 

“Now, Jane, the last wag,” he went on. 
“Walk up them little steps. I'll follow 
an’ steady you. Don’t think. Jest go. 
Little Fay’s above. Her eyes are open. 
She jest said to me, ‘Where's Muvver 
Jane?” 

Without a fear or a tremor or a slip 
or a touch of Lassiter’s hand Jane With- 
ersteen walked up that ladder of cut 
steps. 

He pushed her round the corner of 
wall. Fay lay with wide staring eyes in 
the shade of a gloomy wall. The dogs 
waited. Lassiter picked up the child and 
turned into a dark cleft. It zigzagged. 
It widened. It opened. Jane was amazed 
at a wonderfully smooth and steep in- 
cline leading up between ruined, splin- 
tered, toppling walls. A red haze from 
the setting sun filled this passage. Las- 
siter climbed with slow measured steps 
and blood dripped from him to make 
splotches on the white stone. Jane tried 
not to step in his blood, but was com- 
pelled, for she found no other footing. 
The saddle-bag began to drag her down; 
she gasped for breath; she thought her 
heart was bursting. Slower, slower yet 
the rider climbed, whistling as _ he 
breathed. The incline widened. Huge 
pinnacles and monuments of stone stood 
alone, leaning fearfully. Red sunset haze 
shone through cracks where the wall had 
split. Jane did not look high, but she 
felt the overshadowing of broken rims 
above. She felt that it was a fearful, 
menacing place. And she climbed on in 
heart-rending effort. And she fell beside 
Lassiter and Fay at the top of the incline 
on a narrow, smooth divide. 

He staggered to his feet—staggered to 
a huge leaning rock that rested on a small 
pedestal. He put his hand on it—the 
hand that had been shot through—and 
Jane saw blood drip from the ragged hole. 
Then he fell. 

““Jane—I—can't—do—it !” he whispered. 

“What ?” 

“Roll the—stone! 








All my—life 
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Riders of the 


I've loved—to roll stones—an’ now [— 
can’t!” 

“What of it? You talk strangely! 
Why roll that stone?” 

“T planned to—fetch you here—to roll 
this stone. See! itll smash the crags— 





loosen the walls—close the outlet!” 

As Jane Withersteen gazed down that 
long incline, walled in by crumbling cliffs, 
awaiting cnly the slightest jar to make 
them fall asunder, she saw Tu!l appear 
at the bottom ard begin to climb. A rider 
followed him—another—and another. 

“See! Tull! ‘The riders!” 

“Yes—they’ll get us—now.” 

“Why? Haven't you strength left to 
roll the stone?” 

“Jane—it ain't that—lI’ve lost my 
nerve!” 

“You! .... Lasser?’ 

“I wanted to roll it—meant to—but I 
—can’t. Venters’ valley is down behind 
here. We could—live there. But if I 
roll the stone—we’re shut in for always 

[ don't dare—I’m thinkin’ of you!” 

“Lassiter! Roll the stone!” she cried. 

Ghastly, with protruding jaw, he arose, 
tottering, and again he placed the bloody 
hand on the balancing rock. Jane With- 
ersteen gazed from him down the pas- 
sage-way. Tull was climbing. Almost, 
she thought she saw his dark relentless 
face. Behind him more riders climbed. 
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What did they mean for Fay—for Las- 
siter—for herself? 

“Roll the stone! 
you!” 

Under ail his deathly pallor, and the 
blood, and the iron of seared cheek and 
lined brow, worked a great change. He 
placed both hands on the rock and then 
leaned his shoulder there and braced his 
powerful body. 

“ROLL THE STONE!” 

It stirred, it groaned, it grated, it 
moved—and with a slow grind, as of 
wrathful relief, began to lean. It had 
waited ages to fall, and now was s!ow in 
starting. Darkly, ponderously it heaved, 
with sullen low roar as it loosened its 
hold, to sway, to fall with loud crunch. 
Then, as if suddenly instinct with life, it 
leaped hurtlingly down to alight on the 
steep incline, to bound swifter into the 
air, to gather momentum, to plunge into 
the lofty leaning crag below. The crag 
thundered into atoms. A wave of air—a 
splitting shock! Dust shrouded the sun- 
set red of shaking rims; dust shrouded 
Tull as he fell on his knees with flinging 
uplifted arms. Shafts and monuments 
and sections of wall fell majestically. 
Deep, weird, detonating, deafening boom 
of doom! 


Lassiter, | love 


The outlet to Deception Pass closed 
forever. 


END 


THE MOUNTAIN PEAK 


GEORGE B. STAFF 


Silent and majestic, bleak and bare, 
Above the splendor of its ridge of snow. 


The golden tinted gleams 


of morning fair 


First gild its rock-ribbed summit where the slow 
Receding light of day is last to fade. 


A grim and titan sentinel whose gaze 
Is fixed upon the endless fields of space; 

Through peaceful calm, or while the storm-king plays 
With flashing thunderbolts about its face, 

It watches through the ages unafraid! 








WITH THE BLUES AND WEAKS OFF 
FIRE ISLAND 


A STORY OF A CRUISE—THE INITIATING OF A PARTY OF TENDERFEET TO 
THE GREATEST FIGHTING FISH IN THE WORLD 


BY W. E. SAWYER 


Superintendent Massepequa R. and R. Club. 
of EBBY’-—the eighteen thousand For, be it known—we were off to Fire 
dollar black minorca thorough- Island—the home of the Blues, their most 
bred, one third rooster and two particular stamping grounds and by long 


thirds crow—beat the alarm clock to it by 
about five minutes. When he got through 
and the clock got a chance it did its duty 
and said, “Two o’clock—get up you lazy 
skipper! Get a hustle on!” 

Breakfast to get for four and one of 
them a sportswoman, anxious to see a real 
sunrise and try out our famous weakfish 
in a new way promised by the aforesaid 
skipper. 

Large was the breakfast—l/arge was the 
lunch. Larger was the auto that bustled 
up at 3:30 a. M. to take the whole outfit 
to the “Ladylove.”” Away we went to 
a flying start—skiff in tow—loaded with 
chumming machine, baskets, bait, shrimp, 
curs, €tc., Cc. 





odds the ultra fashionable summer resort 
of “ye tribe of big weakfish.” 

Out of the creek and well down Great 
Island channel we were when the sun 
literally burst upon us. Our guests, con- 
sisting of the captain (real military), the 
doctor (his son), and the doctor’s wife, 
unanimously exclaimed,*What a beauty!” 
The skipper said never a word, but as 
his custom had off his cap. 

“Bye, bye—I would not have missed it 
for worlds! Now I’m going to get the 
rest of my sleep,” and the doctor’s wife 
returned to the cabin, and cozied up with 
the pillows and rugs, was soon lost in 
another world. 

The little shack—our half-way house— 


Ss 











With the Blues and Weaks Off Fire Island 2 


our home camp on the dunes and head- 
quarters for all our surf fishing raids, 
looked attractive as we swept by up Gcose 
creek into Sloop channel. Chug—chug! 
rhe little 8 h.p. engine kept steadily at 
work—never a miss and we ate up the 
distance to Fire Island. About two-thirds 
of the way down—off the wild coasts of 
Babylon—a rattlesnake poked its head up 
out of the bilge and bit the Captain in 
the calf of the leg. The proper remedy 
was immediately taken—all hands com- 
ing in on a small medicum by way of 
prevention. Snake was net killed and 
thrown overboard owing to the earnest 
and heartfelt requests and protests of the 
Captain who said, “Great Scott, men! I 
want to use him again!” (and he did). It 
was only by dint of greatest economy cn 
the part of the rest cf us that he (the 
snake) ever gcet back to Massapequa or 
that we saved his life. 

Cutting across by the two big fish 
pounds we are soon in the main channel 
and run up under the lee of the shrimp 
boat. The bait man hollers, “Lord, why 
weren't you here yesterday !—They got a 
hundred bluefish to a boat, running big— 
some up to 20 Ibs.; got three ‘weaks,’ 12 
Ibs. each, in the bluefish chum.” 

“Fifteen quarts of shrimp?” 





“Yes—got em—fine lot—well, good 
luck! I'd go over and get a bushel of 
bunkers while you have time. The blues 
oughter be back on the flood.” 

Away we go across channel to the 
bunker boat and surround a bushel of the 
oily fellows, then back up the channel 
through a fleet of fifty or sixty yachts 
all chumming for Mr. Blue. This is a 
continuous performance throughout the 
season at Fire Island. Day in and day 
out the fleet is there, chumming and 
chumming, hundreds of bushels of moss- 
bunkers being ground up. Is it any 
wonder they draw the fish and hold them? 
We anchor in the bend, north, and c!oser 
towards edge of channel than the rest of 
the bunch. Rods are rigged and we get 
to work. Light tackle, light rods, long 
two-ply leaders and light two-ply snelled 
3/0 and 4/0 sproat hooks, and now to 
draw the fish if we can. 

This is the Skipper’s busy time—two 
kinds of chum to take care of—and the 





NI 


vY ~~ 


positive need to keep it 
rhythmically. 

Swish! a handful of shrimp to port— 
swish! a, handful to starboard—swish ! 
A ladle full of mossbunker (ground up) 
astern. Pete and Repeat are the twin’s 
names and socn we have a slick. Im- 
mediately the gulls are screaching and 
diving in it. Minutes pass and no sign of 
a strike. The shadows of disappointment 
appear on the fishers’ faces and the swish, 
swish, goes on. A regiment of glooms 
are marching down channel—flags flying 
and their band playing a funeral dirge. 
What the result would have been no man 
knows. 


going regularly— 


The skipper (under his breath) was 
using the magic word—spelled with four 
letters—that denotes ennui and disappoint- 
ment, Was using it judiciously and with 
emphasis—when the noble captain saved 
the day. “How do you expect to catch 
fish,” he drawled in his quiet way, “unless 
you use and in the right way all the dif- 
ferent kinds of bait you’ve got?” 

For a second’s flash only did we lock 
at him. Then a concerted rush was made 
for a certain little stone jug and glasses. 
“How?” says one; “How?” says another. 
“To my wife’s husband,” says a_ third, 
and we are back at work. Right off the 
reel (no sarcasm intended), Bang !—all 
three lines at once are struck—also all 
three fish lost. Just as quickly—Bang! 
The lady has one—handled beautifully— 
comes aboard, 7 lbs. 1 oz. Bang!—all 
three together again—all three lost, amidst 
gasps of astonishment and ejuculations of 
“How they do fight!” 

Then the captain lands one, 7 Ibs. 6 oz. 
Then the doctor, 7 Ibs. 9 oz. Then all 
three together again—this time one saved. 

And so it went, fast and faster— 
several times I netted two fish at once. 
Time and again they were brought up to 
the side only to be lost. It was like a 
battle—really. Look out for the amuni- 
tion—don’t let it run short. Look out 
fer your reinforcements—a new hook—a 





new leader. The enemy was closer. 1 
could often see thirty or forty in the 
chum within ten feet of the boat. 

An incident. The Lady hooks one (8 
Ibs.) —fights him beautifully—cool—calm 
and collected—takes care of three mag- 
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nificent rushes and he is alongside, when, 
casting his eye up he sees the fire and 
determination in the lady’s face and says, 
“No! I’ve only just commenced to fight!” 
and under the boat he goes like a young 
hurricane full of ambition. Not an inch 
would she give—he might be stronger 
but he’d have to show her. Gone were 
the three C’s (calm, cool and collected), 
gone was everything except grit and de- 
termination—slowly the rod was forced 
down, down, to the gunwale and with the 
help of that she held him—but he kept 
going and literally wrapped the skipper’s 
beloved bamboo around the boat! He 
came up on the other side, crossed the 
Captain’s line twice, by sheer strength 
pulled a few feet from the reel, went 
through the propeller shaft and came out 
from where he started—and was netted 
and saved! 

The fishing ended with the tide. The 
day was on the wane and a two-hours’ sail 
for home facing us. Had we had lunch? 
No one rea!ly knew, and about details——? 
Pshaw—it had all been too fast for de- 
tails. We had sixteen fish out of seventy- 
five to eighty hooked. Smallest 6% Ibs., 
largest, 8 Ibs. 

Too many to lose? Well, yes, perhaps 








We had one too many lines out for that 
kind of fishing and fish of that size. 

Then again, don’t forget it, our Great 
South Bay weakfish have more fight in 
them, more strength in them, more stamina 
and staying power than any in the coun- 
try. Several times last season with dif- 
ferent club members each time, we have 
had the same experience, sixteen, eighteen 
or twenty fish landed out of seventy to 
ninety hooked. Rarely do they go under 
5 Ibs., and from there up to goodness 
knows where! 

Three years ago we got three—one of 
18 Ibs., one of 21 Ibs., one of 23 Ibs. and 
a fraction. Get hold of one of these 
babies with an 8 oz. light split-bamboo, a 
light nine-thread line, light two-strand 
leader, and two-strand 3/0 sproat bass 
hook and see what you'll do to him? 
Especially if you strike him 75 to 100 feet 
away from the boat. Remember you are 
fishing light—drifting your line for them, 
no weight at all, except the two shrimp 
on the hook for bait. 

Homeward bound—we ate everything 
in sight. Killed and buried the little stone 
jug, and lastly threw the snake overboard 
—no further use for him! And the sun- 
set was even finer than the sunrise 
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A TUBULAR FRAME “TAKAPART™ 


REEL 


ON FISHING REELS 


BY LADD 


HE reel is by no means as ancient as 
T the rod. That Walton knew very 

little of “the singing wheel” is shown 
by what the greatest fishing writer says 
of playing a salmon. 

“Many used to fish for salmon with a 
ring of wire on the top of their rod, 
through which the line may run to as 
great a length as is needful when he is 
hooked. And to that end, some use a 
wheel about the middle of their rod or 
near at hand, which is to be observed 
better by seeing one of them than by a 
large demonstration of words.” 

Think of a fisherman playing a salmon 
with a reel about the middle of his rod! 
A picture comes before our minds of a 
kind of angling monkey sliding up and 
down a stick. It is very evident that 
Walton had never seen one of these 
wheels “about the middle of their rod,” or 
if he had he had forgotten where the 
strange device was placed. 

Irom Walton’s time to the present, fish- 
ing reels have been steadily developed and 
improved, until the jeweled masterpieces 
of to-day are as perfect mechanical de- 
vices as it is almost possible to dream of. 
Indeed there are so many beautiful and 
different designs upon the market, pos- 
sibly a thousand or more, that this paper 
will deal with the best known American 
models only. If an important type is 
omitted it is because of the enormous 
number of first-class reels from which to 
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make a selection at the tackle stores, and 
of the necessary limitations of space in 
this magazine. 

We will first consider reels suitable for 
fly fishing and then proceed to the more 
complicated types. Most trout fly fisher- 
men think there is nothing that could be 
better than the simple single action click 
reel. The design of such a reel is shown 
in cut Number 1. Modern improvements 
consist in a “safety band,” in which 
the handle revolves—thus preventing the 
line from cramping and_ tangling—a 
curved handle grip, so that a loose coil of 
line will be thrown from the handle, and 
an adjustable pinion of hardened steel on 
which the spool revolves, that any wear 
of axle can be taken up. Also, in many 
high-grade, modern, single action reels, 
the click can be thrown on and off at will, 
thus changing from a click to a free 
running spool. Besides these devices ap- 
plied to single action reels, there are click 
reels on the market of the “quick-take- 
apart” design. As toward the close of 
this paper multiplying reels of the latter 
construction will be shown, we will here 
say that single action reels of this type, 
although not generally so made, can be 
purchased at many tackle shops. 

There are single action click reels that 
are so made that the line is open to the 
air, so as to be easily dried without re- 
moval from the spool. Cut number 2 





shows one of the reels of this pattern. 
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HIGH-GRADE BAIT-CASTING REEL 








Single action reels can be bought at 
prices that will suit all purses. A salmon 
fisherman can pay as high as $35.00, or 
he can obtain a good single action salmon 
reel, 3!2 inch diameter, for as little as 
$6.50. For the former price the salmon 
fisherman will get every possible modern 
excellence in improvements, design, and 
material, including automatic drag, slid- 
ing click drag, tempered steel mechanism, 
German siver spool, trimmings, and 
pillars, and finest quality of rubber side 
plates. The $6.50 salmon ree! is of rubber 
and nicke!-plated brass, and the manufac- 
turers say that it is a reliab’e reel for 
salmon fishing at a very mederate price. 

Although most multiplying reels are not 
suitable for fly fishing, there has late!) 
been put upon the market an ingenious 
and beautiful invention, This innovation 
in fly fishing reels is shown in cut No. 3. 
It will be observed that this reel is so 
designed that any loose coil of line is 
thrown from the handle, as is the case 
with a single action reel. This fly reel 
is a quadruple multiplier and its capacity 
(trout and bass) is 35 yards of enameled 
fly line. The multiplying fly reel is also 
made in a size suitable for salmon fish- 
ing. Prices are $9.00 for the trout size 
and $25.00 for the salmon size. 

Some trout fly fishermen, and many bass 
fishermen, use what is known as an “‘auto- 
matic’ reel. This ingenious device has 
a coiled winding spring that automatical- 
ly pulls in the line and winds it smoothly 
on the spool. When a fish has been 
hoc ked, and it is desired to put upon the 
quarry more strain than can be given by 
the pull of the bent rod, a_ release is 
thrown with the finger and the coiled 
winding spring comes into play. At any 
time, when so desired, the sportsman can 
change the reel to a free running spool. 
Cut No. 4 shows one type of automatic 
reel. Automatic reels of this kind can be 
bought for about $3.50. 

Another style of automatic reel is some- 
what higher priced. These are excellent 
automatic devices. They are made in sizes 
holding 25 yards of medium line up to a 
stout salmon reel of 50 yards capacity 
The latter reel has a spool 234 inches in 
diameter and is autcmatic for 100 feet 
This reel, in the larger sizes, is provided 
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with a free-running spool mechanism. [ 
Prices for these reels run from $4.00 to 
$7.00. 

For all kinds of fishing other than fly | 
fishing, “multiplying” reels are generally 
used. And right nere is a good place to | 
say that the reason that the last style of | 

' reel is not suitable for fly fishing, as has 
already been referred to, is that the line | 
of the fly fisherman is frequently in lcose 
coils near the hand-grasp of the rod. The 

ordinary construction of the multiplying 
reel is such that these coils are almost re a | 
certain to become tangled between the 

handle and the plate. Then, too, many 

trout fly fishermen see no advantage in in- 
creasing the speed of the spool over that 
of the single action reel. Hence it has 
come about in the past that the single 
action reel has been generally employed 
for fly fishing, and that, as has been stated, 
multiplying reels are almost always used 
for other medes of angling. 

The mechanical construction of a multi- . = ee 
plying reel is shown in cut No. 6. From 16. LEVEL-WINDING BASS REEL 

this illustration it can be seen that in this 

class of reels the handle does not directly 
turn the spool, as is the case in single 
action reels, but that the handle revolves 

a gear-wheel, which gear in turn engages 

in another toothed wheel placed on the 
end of the axle of the spool. Hence it 
can be understood that the motion of the 
handle is multiplied as regards the spool 
—and hence the term, “multiplying.” 
When in use a tuna or tarpon reel is 
subjected to extraordinary strains. If 
you consider that such a reel may be 

called upon to yield its entire 600 to 900 

feet of line to the hundreds of pounds of 
an ocean acrobat, racing like a prize-tak- 
ing motor boat, you can understand how 
perfect must be the engaging cog-wheels, 
the temper of all steel springs, and the 
nice adjustment of every part of the de- 
vice. It is therefore not strange that the 
very best tarpon and tuna reels are rather 
expensive playthings. It can be stated, 

3 however, that although expensive the 

buyer gets excellent value for every cent 
he expends. The reel shown in cut No. 7 
is 4% inches in diameter and made of 
the finest German silver, rubber, and with 
the best tempered steel mechanism. It is a 
provided with a drag to prevent the reel 6. MULTIPLYING REEL DISSECTED 








10. TOURNAMENT BAIT-CASTING REEI 














3. MULTIPLYING TROUT REEL 
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from over-running and to put a consider- 





able strain on the rushing quarry. The 
maker of this fine fishing tool lists it at 
$43.00. 

A splendid reel is shown in cut No. 8. 
Comparisons among the superb members 
of the modern tribe of reels are more than 





odious, they are unwarrantable. There 
are many, very many, masterpieces on the 
market. But it is not too much to say 
that the ree! shown in cut No. 8 is hardly 
to be excelled except in angling dreams, 
and perhaps not even in dreams. These 








reels are made in sizes holding from 400 
to 900 yards of line. I wonder if you 
need to be reminded that 900 yards of line 
is 100 feet over a half-mile. Such a reel 





» would play a fish as far away as across 
the East River at Wall street, or entirely 
the distance across Central Park at any 
point between 59th and 110th. streets. 
Considering the beauty, strength, and de- 
sign of these reels it is little wonder that 
the prices run from $40.00 to $75.00. 
3ut the fisherman who has tarpon or 
tuna leanings may not be able or care to 
invest so large amounts as those just 
mentioned. An excelent reel, suitable for 
2. FEATHERLIGHT TROUT REEL very heavy salt water fishing, can be 
purchased for very little money. Large 
reels of good design, holding as much as 
300 yards of line, can be bought for prices 
all the way down to $6.00, and even below 
that figure. For from $8.00 to $15.00 a 
really fine salt water multiplying reel, 
suitable for heavy fishing, can be obtained. 
One firm that has been making reels in 
America since the year 1835 has on the 
market so beautiful an example of the 
modern multiplying reel that it is il- 
lustrated in cut No. 9. This reel is made 
of solid German silver and is suitable for 
lake, and, also, general salt water fishing. 
The capacity of this beautiful masterpiece 
is 160 yards of medium sized line. The 

















13. WOODEN SALT-WATER REEL 





reel is provided with balance handie, click 
and drag, and is made with jeweled pivot 
bearings. The price is $34.00. At the 
cost of a dollar or so a cork wood arbor 
can be added to the make-up of this reel. 

Cork wood arbors are spools of cork 
wood fitted to the axles of the spools of 
multiplying reels. Arbors were designed 
4. AN AUTOMATIC REEL for the purpose of making it easier to 
smoothly wind the line, and while dimi- 
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ishing the capacity of the reel are fre- 
quently used on reels intended for tourna- 
ment casting. Cut No. 10 shows a reel 
supplied with a cork wood arbor. 

The surf casting angler can supply him- 
self with a reel at a moderate expenditure 
that will give excellent results. Many of 
these reels are provided with a free 
running spool device that is under the 
control of the fisherman and is so ar- 
ranged that at his will the spool can be 
disconnected from the handle action. One 
maker lists reels of this construction at 
prices as low as $4.00 and up to $9.00. At 
the latter price are included German silver 
pilars, spool and bands, steel pivots and 
first-class workmanship. Such a reel is 
shown in cut No. 11. 

A fine “free spool” surf casting reel is 
shown in cut No. 12. By a simple move- 
ment of the hand the spool is released, so 
that it runs free. The reel has an auto- 
matic drag and is particularly easy to take 
apart, a few seconds of time—and no tools 
—are necessary to open up the mechanism 
for cleaning and oiling. The price of this 
reel is $15.00. 

Strongly made surf casting reels, 
capacity 250 yards, are made in nickel- 
plated brass as low in price as $2.75. 

For ordinary salt water fishing, aside 
from surf casting, say for weakfish, black- 
fish, etc., etc., again the fisherman has a 
numerous assortment of reel designs and 
at various prices from which to make a 
selection. If his purse admits, and his 
desires coincide, he can choose a jeweled 
pinion masterpiece of the tribe of the 
wheel that will cost him $20.00 or more, 
or he can put as amazingly modest a sum 
into his salt water reel as the whole of 
twenty-five cents. At this pleasing price 
for those of frugal mind or low in pocket 
can be bought a good, strong, plain maple 
6-inch wood reel of the design shown in 
cut No, 13. It is really astonishing how 
an adapt with such gear can cast a sinker- 
weighted line from his twenty-five cent 


tool. The device has absolutely no 
mechanism other than a large wooden 
spool turning on a simple axle. As the 


groove for the line is narrow and not 
over-deep, and the diameter of the spool 
is six inches, it can be understood that 
such a reel will take up and deliver line 











S. TUNA REEL, 900 YARDS CAPACITY 





‘TAKEN APART BY TURNING DISK 





1d. 























18S. A FINE LEVEL-WINDING BASS REEL 





TAKE APART BUTTON 








12. FREE-SPOOL SURF-CASTING REEL 











with great rapidity. When full of line 
one turn of a six-inch spool liberates or 








280 


takes 
line. 


up over eighteen inches of 

Those who frequent the shores of Man- 
hattan Island, the docks and rocks of the 
great city’s roundabout, will of an October 
day hear above the pulsing roar some- 
thing suddenly buzz forth like an inter- 
mittent sawmill. But it is not 
or even the unevenly working gear of a 
distant automobile; it only Johnny 
Walton shooting out his three ounces of 
lead 


a sawmill 
is 


into the dis- 
If 
Johnny takes in four ounces of Tommy- 
cod in one slimp chunk it is as much as he 
has a right to expect; for so has civiliza- 
tion defiled and degraded those clear tidal 
ways that once yielded, even at the very 
back door of Knickerbocker citizens, sleek 
tide-runners of the weakfish clan and 
great striped chiefs of the order of the 


bass. 


from his wooden reel 
colored and reeking waters of hope. 


If we turn our attention from Johnny 
and his twenty-five cent reel to multiply- 
ing reels intended, for fresh water fishing, 
we find that their number almost as 
the number of rocks of a Catskill trout 
stream. 

For those who cast a bait for bass or 
pike there are any number of beautiful 
and efficient reels at a great variety of 
prices. The Takapart reel for bait cast- 
ing is one of the most modern designs. 
A reel after this order is shown in cut No. 
14. This reel is a quadruple multiplying 
reel, that is for every turn of the handle 
the spool revolves four times. There are 
no screws or rivets in its construction. 
All the parts can be instantly separated 
for cleaning and oiling, and no _ tools, 
other than fingers and thumbs, are neces- 
sary. Prices for such ingenious devices 
run from $4.00 to $6.00. 

In cut No. 6 is also shown such a take- 
apart reel of somewhat higher prices than 
the one just mentioned. The difference in 
price is mainly due to the difference in 
workmanship and the reputation of the 
maker. The take-apart reel shown in cut 
6 is listed at $10.00. 

Another take-apart reel is shown in cut 
No. 15. This reel is made of German 
silver and rubber, has jeweled bearings, 
and is made in sizes suitable for heavy 
salt-water fishing. Capacities of spools 


is 
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run from 300 to 400 yards and prices from 
$12.00 to $14.00. 

Reels suitable for bait casting in sweet 
waters, for casting for bass 
be bought for prices all the way down to 
$2.25, and even at smaller figures. For 
the sum just mentioned a quadruple 
multiplying, steel pivot, balance handle, 
click and drag reel can be purchased, ex- 
cellent in quality, of nickeled brass frame, 
and capable of several years 


and pike, can 


good service 
does not get 
few times a season. 
One of the horrib!e (the word has been 
considered and is not overstrong) vexa- 
tions of the casting novice is the “back- 
lash.” By this term, suggesting the whip 
of the slave, is meant even more than the 
lash of a scorpion; nothing less than the 
infernally designed persecutions of the 
malignant devils of angling. “Back-lash- 
ing” has led to more lost reputations as 
to language than any human could ever 
catalogue. At the very second that the 
fisherman is inwardly praising his own 
skill, the bait, 
pleasant flight, 


for the bass fisherman who 
out more than a 


instead of continuing its 
turns like a boomerang, 
and the reel, secretively over-running, 
winds the line into a million and one- 
half of strange loops and over-coils. If 
the angler has the patience of thirty-three 
combined Jobs—and a hairpin—he may 
be ready to try another bout with the 
fishes a little after sundown, if the hour 
of the “back-lash” is at noon or before. 
That is for some “back-lashes,” most of 
them come out with a little picking over the 
loose coils and minor ones can be cast out. 


The inventor who makes “back-lashing” 
an absolute impossibility should be 
pensioned by an angling Carnegie and 


allowed to use his own device seven days 
in the week for all time. 

In cuts numbered -from 16 to 18 are 
shown a number of reels designed to do 
away with “back-lashing.” There is no 
doubt whatever that if St. Peter were now 
upon earth would delighted to 
recommend these reels as_ possibly re- 
ducing the number of entries in his book- 
keeping department as to smashing the 
third commandment. 

The fishing novice who is about to 
purchase a reel should not go to a tackle 
store and ask for “a reel.” I once beard 


he be 
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a young lady librarian in a public library 
say to a man who had asked for a life of 
St. Patrick, “I’m so very sorry, sir, but 
really we haven't a life of St. Patrick in 
the library. Won't ‘Plutarch’s Lives’ do 


just as well.’ The man didn’t hanker 
after “Plutarch’s Lives.” He was to 
make a dinner speech on St. Patrick’s 


Day and he couldn’t see how he could use 
the book suggested. And if Mr. Tyro is 
going after striped bass, salmon or tarpon 
a single action trout reel will come in 
about as handy as “Plutarch’s Lives” to 
the fellow who wanted to find out about 
St. Patrick. 

Let the man new at the game consider 
the fishing he has in mind and make sure 
that he buys a reel that will be useful for 
just that purpose. If he doesn’t know 
reels, then let him so state to the tackle 
dealer and take advice. 

Few of us have chances for tarpon, 
tuna or salmon. So most of us who do 
ordinary fresh and salt water fishing can 
get along with but three reels, provided 
these are of the general or ordinary kind. 
We must have a single action click reel 
for fly fishing that will hold, say, forty 
yards of medium-sized fly line; a 
quadruple bait casting reel of 100 yards 
of F line capacity, and, also, we need a 
larger multiplying reel for trolling and 
casting and that can be used for ordinary 
salt-water work. So, after all, we fellows 
of the wand who may not have a large 
wad, can manage very well indeed with 
but a small expenditure. 

It is well for every fisherman to remem- 
ber that all machinery should sometimes, 
and more or less frequently, be carefully 
cleaned and oiled. Reels are mechanical 
contrivances that to do their best work 
must be clean and have oil in their work- 
ing parts. But do not overoil. A little 
oil in exactly the right place is better than 
slathers of lubricant applied promiscuous- 
ly. And remember that a reel full of sand 
shrieks aloud its indignation at such treat- 
ment. Any man who can be deaf to such 
entreaties hasn't the sympathy of a salmon 
gaff for the suffering. You can almost 
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under his fly-book by inspecting the reel 
on his rod. 

Because of lack of oil and attention 
there are cases on record of spools of 
salmon réels that have so heated the bear- 
ings as to absolutely refuse to turn and 
yield up line to the racing fish. The loss 
of salmon and tackle is sure to follow 
such a catastrophe. There is only the 
method open that is suggested by our reel- 
less father, Walton. That is for the fish- 
erman to throw his rod into the flood and 
hope to recover it after many hours, pos- 
sibly with the salmon still on the line. 
Maybe that sort of an expedient worked 
in Walton’s time and over English rivers; 
it is doubtful—very doubtful, indeed—if 
such a venture cou'd be of service on an 
American salmon stream. Very likely the 
fisherman who attempted thus casting his 
property upon the waters would fail to 
have as returns his tackle, let alone the 
salmon. After all, a man who takes such 
chances with lack of oil probably deserves 
his fate. But I can imagine nothing in 
the whole catalogue of human failure 
more disheartening. Wherefore, make 
room in your kit for a little one-drop oil 
can with screw top so that the oil will be 
there when you want it. 

The story is told of a great Scottish 
maker of fishing reels who in the poverty 
of his old age groaned his sorrows before 
a pawnbroker’s window, where he beheld 
one of the products of his days of skill, 
of tarnished metal, sagging handle, a 
sad example of misuse. The reelmaker 
hadn't the price for the reel, but he paid 
the pawnbroker sixpence to be allowed the 
privilege of cleaning and oiling the thing 
of his days of pride. 

If you own a fine reel, treasure it and 
care for it as you would treasure and 
care for an Amati violin if you were a 
musician, When you return from a fish- 
ing trip, clean, polish, and oil your reel. 
And when the next time comes, and you 
are fast to a big ’un, it is a hundred to 
one that your “wheel,” as Waltor knew 
it, will singingly or silently do its duty 
and bring your prize to the sands, bank or 


tell the kind of heart an angler carries landing net. 











COMPLETE ALUMINUM 


lotal weight including table set, dining tent fly and fibre packing box, 24 lbs. 


COOKING OUTFIT 


FOR EIGHT PEOPLE 


Note fire for baker, 


reflector 


split wood fire under folding fry pan grate, cross pole fire for pails, and log and gravel eating table. 


COOK KITS AND COOK FIRES 


SOME CASUAL REMARKS ON THE ART OF FEEDING THE INNER MAN UNDER VARIOUS WILDER 
NESS CONDITIONS 


BY WARREN H. MILLER 


OST people seem to think they are 
missing something in their camp- 
ing unless everybody squats down 

to burn a piece of meat on a forked stick 
over a camp fire. I'll admit that there are 
all kinds of ways of preparing for your 
stomach the crop that is garnered with 
rifle and rod. I have been—and am yet— 
as primitive in my ways as any of them; 
indeed Patterson and I were once dubbed 
the “Wild Men” of the Camp Fire Club 
because we ate a beefsteak between us by 
worrying and growling at the two ends of 
it held between our clenched teeth until 
the thing pulled in half when each sat 
down violently and swallowed his half. 


No other eating utensils were used—or 
needed. Having cooked many a square 


meal with all kinds of culinary equipment 
from no utensils at all up to a complete 
aluminum outfit for eight people I would 
like to set down here a few rambling notes 


and under the 
“Cooking kits I have met.” 

To begin with the one where there are 
no cooking utensils at all. Were you ever 
out for two days with nothing else but 
rifle, axe and ditty bag? Here we get an 
immediate return-ticket to the ways of the 
“ignorant and barbarous” savage. (I 
often wish that the professor who coined 
that phrase would try, just once, to make 
a flint arrowhead!) You, in all your en- 
lightenment, p!us a good rifle, are now to 
match your wits against the “primitive” 
Red Man’s in the great game of keeping 
alive and comfortable. Your blanket will 
be a leaf pile, your tent a brush lean-to, 
your cuisine a forked stick and a_ bark 
tranchoir. Your ditty bag furnishes you 
salt, tea, sugar and pea meal, nothing else, 
and your rifle has provided a 
the rod a fish. 

To broil the grouse on a sassafras fork 


experiences sub-caption 


grouse cr 
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is simple enough, even for an enlightened 
white man, and to plank the fish is also 
not cut of his mental reach, but if we are 
to enjoy tea and soup a container of boil- 
ing water must be produced. Your fold- 
ing drinking cup does not arouse any 
enthusiasm as a pot to boil water in; better 
save it for the tea. How are we to pro- 
cure a container holding at least a quart 
of water? How did the early Indian? 
Well, he made them out of bark, skins, 
tight-woven basketry, pottery, cedar boxes 
with wooden tree nails and, finally, dug- 
outs. We want that tea and that pea meal 
soup, but it is nearly dark and there is no 
time to search the woods for a birch or an 
elm for bark. This leaves the dugout as 
the sole remaining practicability. First, 
to get some good hard stones from the 
brook for boiling your water. This done, 
rake out a bed of embers, pile a layer of 
stones on them and pile a layer of embers 
atop with a grating of blackjack oak sticks 
split lengthwise to encourage the embers 
tu continue. All this predicates a pair of 
tongs which are easy enough to make out 
of the nearest young hickory or red oak 
shoot. Flatten and cross-hatch in the 
middle with your hatchet, flatten a grip 
on the ends, supple over the fire and bend 
double, securing with a bit of twine. You 
will need it to handle both embers and 
stones. 

Now for the dugout. Fell a young 
maple or black birch six inches across 
and cut off a clear length about two feet 
long. Flatten one side and make a set of 
deep cuts along the flat face, “chamfering” 
it is called, ending with a cut in the op- 
posite direction. Split off the chips with 
a series of lengthwise cuts and you will 
perceive a long shallow hollow taking 
form. Cut and split, deepening and widen- 
ing the hollow and finish out with knife 
and hot coals. A hollow 134 inches deep 
by 3% inches wide by 14 inches long will 
hold one quart of water. Cut a pouring 
lip in one end and fill with water and you 
are ready for the stones, which should be 
ready for you. Dip them in at one end of 
the boat. It takes six hot stones the size 
of an egg to bring a quart of water to a 
boil. Put a pinch of tea in the drinking 
cup and pour on boiling water. It will be 
ready in four minutes. To make the soup 


two teaspoonfuls of erbswurst will make 
all you can eat. As I am probably one of 
the few white men who has boiled water, 
made tea, and again boiled it for fifteen 
minutes and made a palatable soup in a 
log bowl with hot stones, a few hints on 
the “technique” of it are given here. The 
bowl, as above described, took just an 
hour less five minutes to make, complete. 
It held an even quart of water. At the 
fifth stone it was boiling, and steeped two 
cups of tea in a folding aluminum drink- 
ing cup. After that two teaspoonfuls of 
erbswurst powder were added and the 
stones applied one after the other, keeping 
the bowl boiling for fifteen minutes. Pic- 
tures in museum groups usually show the 
Indians handling dirty black stones with 
stick tongs, but if you manage your fire 
right and leave the stones on the fire till 
they are really hot, they will be clean as 
ice, and though your boiling water will not 
be exactly clean, it will not be dirty as the 
soup of a Digger Indian. It takes ten 
stones the size of an egg, heated in the 
fire, to keep a bowl of quart size continu- 
ously boiling, and about one-half of it will 
be boiled away, leaving a pint of very 
palatable soup, albeit slightly dirty in 
spite of your best care. The wood I used 
is red maple, which gives absolutely no 
woody taste of any kind to the soup. 

For meat if you have no grouse and no 
fish, half a dozen small birds will answer. 
I have done a dozen small beach snipe 
very nicely by broiling on a wire out of 
the ditty bag stretched across a large ma- 
ple fork—and they fed two men full. 

If you happen to have a small bag of 
self-rising flour, biscuits are not beyond 
your reach, Geta club about four feet long, 
peel about a foot of one end and drive it 
in slantwise over the fire where it will get 
roasting hot. Make up a stiff dough with 
your flour and mould it into a long strip. 
When the club is almost burning hot, 
wrap the strip around it and replace the 
club over the fire, turning it now and then 
as the strip of biscuit cooks. When done, 
face the club your way and go to it! 

Man can get along a day or so in primi- 
tive savagery and have considerable fun 
out of it, instead of the hardships usual- 
ly dilated upon by the outdoor fiction 
artist, but an emergency ration in a small 





THE MILLER COOK KIT—TWO TO 


Two four-quart pots, 1 four-quart pail, 2 deep mixing dishes, 3 shallow pans, 3 
Note dingle stick for pots and chain pothook. 


Weight 4% Ibs. 
cup, fry pan plate, fork and spoon. 


shallow tin container makes his work 
much easier. I have carried for years in 
the ditty bag a small tin about four inches 
in diameter by 5 inch deep (originally 
the top of some can). Generally it holds 
trout leaders, but, made up as an emergen- 
cy ration, it holds a couple of slices of 
bacon, a paper of tea, two bouillon cap- 
sules flattened, a little smoked beef, and a 
pilot biscuit. There is a nail hole in each 
side and a bit of string passes through the 
holes and keeps in the hardtack, under 
which is the rest of the ration. With a 
nail driven through the hole into a bit of 
hardwood you have a very passable fry- 
ing pan, and can do a fish in chunks nice- 
ly, after which it is ready to boil you a 
dish of bouillon and a cup of tea. Emer- 
gency salt I always have in the ditty 
bag in a hard rubber screw-top container. 
There are four meals in this little ration, 
even with no help from fish or game, and 
while one can always find fish, frog or 
bird, there ‘are occasions when a quick, 
nourishing lunch and a push on back to 
camp are better than time spent in rust- 
ling game and an enforced night in the 
open. 

Another good emergency ration can be 
made from the tin of a well-known brand 





FIVE MEN CAPACITY 


plate Ss, 


of tobacco. (Arcadia.) This is pressed 


seamless, with rounded corners so 
that it will slip into any pocket. It 
has no_ solder anywhere to melt. It 
holds a whole cupful of water, is 


3144x8144x1% inches deep and you can 
stow in it tea, coffee, sugar, pork, bouillon, 
corn meal, rice, powdered soup stock, 
erbswurst—in all two full day’s rations, 
of condensed foods. With a nail hole in 
the side it is ready to act as fry pan, tea 
pail, soup kettle and oven, or you can sus- 
pend it over the fire with a pot hook by 
means of a wire passing through holes in 
cover and side as shown. 

The next step up the culinary ladder 
from the emergency ration consists in the 
various compact one-man and two-man 
cook kits. I will venture on a description 
of two of them. The first is a well-known 
outfit, purchasable at any sporting goods 
store. It weighs 214 lbs. and goes in your 
pack or your pocket as a package nine 
inches long by 4 inches wide by 2 inches 
thick. Dissecting it we get, first, two 
cups 2x4x3% inches deep, capacity of 
nearly two ordinary cups; next a pail 
2x4x8 inches deep holding 1% quarts of 
water; then two long fry pans of pressed 
steel 9x4x1 inch deep, one with an en- 
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LOG AND GRAVEL EATING 





TABLE AND DINING FLY 


All eating utensils here shown pack in aluminum cooking outfit for eight and are included in its weight. 


larged lip to close over the other to make 
a Dutch oven; finally a folding wire grate 
8x7 inches with four 7%-inch wire legs 
and an upstander to hang the pail on. All 
these pails, cups and pans have detachable 
wire handles which inside of the 
package and there is still room for knives, 
forks, and a_ lot condensed 
provisions, The meal for two or even six 
that can be cooked on this rig is really 
astonishing. The pail hangs from the up- 
stander of the grate to prevent any un- 
toward upsets and can be making a soup 
while tea is brewing in one of the cups 
(double strength so that it makes all you 
can drink for two people), the fry pan is 
just right for fish while the other pan is 
turning out flapjacks. Most beginners 
with this kit do not know how to manage 
the fire. The grate legs are too short for 
the usual grid fire of such larger grates 
as the regular camp grate, which should 
not than ten above the 
ground. With the little grate, build your 
fire of hard woods until you get a sub- 
stantial pile of live coals, meanwhile boil- 
ing water in the pail, then stick the grate 
down over the coals and replenish under- 
neath with oak, maple and hickory sticks 
as needed, a very few at a time, for the 


o 
go 


spoons of 


go less inches 





classic beginner’s mistake is too much 
fire. 
Another excellent two-man cook kit, 


soon to be put on the market, is the one 
designed by Mr. Phelps, a modest member 
of the great outdoor brotherhood whose 
original ideas in the art of going light 
are well worth publishing. Mr. Phelps 
kit is shown in detail in the photographs 
herewith. The whole outfit goes inside a 
6x74-inch canvas water pail which folds 
over with a strap to make a package 6 


inches in diameter by 5 inches high. The 
kit weighs 1% Ibs. and consists of two 
seamless tin bowls 6 inches in diameter 


by 2% inches deep, holding a quart each, a 
6-inch steel fry pan, two 6-inch flat plates, 
a 3x2 inch cup, knife, fork, spoon, swab, 
two chain hooks and the detachable 
bales for bowls and pan. These latter 
deserve especial mention. Anyone who 
has tried cooking in shallow pans and 
bowls with wire how ex- 
asperatingly tippy they are apt to be. 
Phelps circumnavigated this difficulty by 
making one side of his wire bales double- 
wired, and providing two holes in one 
side of the bowls. The bale then snaps 
into two holes at one side and one in the 
other, and is thus rigid and will not permit 


pot 


bales knows 

















THE 


2 quart bowls, 2 6” flat plates covering same, 1 6” 
6” x 7%” canvas water pail, 


the bowl to spill its contents. With this 
rig you can boil rice, make a quart of tea 
and fry a fish all at the same time, or one 
of the bowls can be covered with one of 
the flat tin plates (which just fit), and 
used as a Dutch oven. The chain pot 
hooks are made of ordinary window sash 
chain with a brass curtain hook at each 
end and not only are exceedingly stow- 
able, but allow adjustment of the pail at 
any desired height by hooking the upper 
hook into any link of the chain that will 
give the right height. 

I presume that my own cook kit comes 
next in this ascending scale of culinary 
grandeur. I never feel comfortable as 
acting chef without three pails about me. 
Less than that you can worry along with, 





fry pan, 
detachable wire handles. 














THE PHELPS KIT MADE UP 


PHELPS COOK KIT 


knife, fork, spoon and chain pothooks, 


1 cup, 
Weight 1% lbs. 


have rice, soup 


or one can “be” 


but with three you can 
and tea all going at once, 
a biscuit oven while another does coffee 
and the third puts the breath of life into 
some dried apricots or has pork cubes bub- 
bling in it. No matter where you wander 
along culinary trails, those three pots fol- v 
low you like so many kittens, and there’s 
always a job for each. 

The principal trouble with provisions in 
a pack sack is that they may get wet, and 
they are not particularly available, espe- 
cially the small parcels. If you put them 
all in one waterproof bag inside the pack, 
said bag is likely to be lumpy and knobby, 
and not in the least accommodating to ar- 
tistic stowing. My cogitations on these 
matters led me to the principle that all 
small provisions are better stowed in the 
cook kit, where they cannot get wet or 
lost, than anywhere else, leaving but a 
few large bags of bulk provisions to go 
in the top of the pack. Further, if the 
cook kit is of the right shape to stow on 
top of the pack sack it will be handiest 
there, as easier to get at for noon lunches, 
first out of the way when making camp 
at night, and last to be packed on hitting 
the trail again next morning. I wanted 
something of small diameter and lengthy 
enough to strap nicely on top of the pack, 
and so began experiments with two tin 
pails which ate each other like a collapsi- 
ble stovepipe, and inside of which were 
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all small provisions and utensils. These 
gave way to two aluminum pots holding 


a gallon each, 7 inches diameter by 61% 


inches high. The covers were held on 
with snap hooks and the handle of the 


cover took a twig pot hook or a chain 
one with equal facility. Nesting inside of 
one pot is a tin tea and coffee pail, inside 
of which are stowed bags of sugar, corn 
meal, rice, salt and macareni, a pound tin 
box of bacon, a pound tin box of codfish, 
dried onions, beef capsules, soup powder, 
and tea. In the other pot goes two nest- 
ing 7x2'4-inch mixing pans, three 6x1-inch 
tin pans, three 6-inch tin plates, a can of 
14 fresh eggs, cans of matches, 
baking powder, and butter. Empty, the 
kit weighs 414 pounds; loaded, 12 pounds. 
The two pots go back-to-back in a brown 
canvas pillow bag, or as Mr. Phelps’ pail 
idea is excellent, I will doubtless put them 
in a waterproof canvas pail bag, 14x7 
inches, hereafter, and the package is 
strapped on the pack by an extra pair of 
straps for the purpose. Inside the pack 
I carry a 10-inch aluminum plate, a blue 
enamel cup and a 6-inch steel fry pan 
with the handle as this latter useful adorn- 
ment is in no way at all and saves the 
bothersome attachab'e handle nuisance. 


coffee, 





THE 


STOPPLE 


Two pint cups, one quart pail, two 9” x4” fry pans, one 8” x7 





A ONE-DAY TCT LUNCH KIT 

My bulk provisions are white flour, pan 
cake flour, pork, dried apricots and prunes 
and a few fresh white onions, in all seven 
pounds; or 15 Ibs. of provisions in all, 
making about 50 pounds of food when 
cooked, enough for man for two 
weeks or two men a week without either 
fish or As you can surely count 
on one or both amounting to one-third of 


one 


game. 


KOOK KIT 


7” grate with 7%” legs. Fry pans can 


be made up as a bake oven and all the utensils have detachable handles. Weight 2% lbs. Size 9” x 4” x 2”. 





Pete 


PRIMITIVE 


Log boat bowl, baking club, wire roaster, knife and axe only 


the total food supply, the range of this 
rig is about three weeks for one man. 

This kit will cook for six but is at its 
best for two or three men, who will usual- 
ly consume a gallon of almost anything 
they set their tongues to in a single meal. 
All of the kit can be bought in a depart- 
ment store, as there is not a patentable 
or patented article in it. 

As I have no room for a wire grate I 
have come to prefer the dingle stick fire 
(shown in the illustration) for lunch, and 
crotch and crosspole rig for supper and 
breakfast. The dingle stick is a stout ten- 
foot. sapling with one end shoved in the 
ground and a support of two forks rigged 
as a shears holding it out over the fire. 
From it hang by chain pot hooks the two 
aluminum pots and the tea pail. Usual- 
ly for lunch I have chocolate, a couple of 
scrambled eggs out of the egg can, and 
some warmed up fish or game, and corn 
bread or hasty pudding. For this meal 
then you need but the tea pail, one pot and 
the fry pan. For supper both pots, the 
pail and the fry pan will usually be at 
work, with the tin pans for mixing, etc. 
While two forked sticks and a cross- 
pole are the classic camp range, the forks 
are not easy to get and a quicker rig is 
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KITS 


tools used. 


to drive two 3-foot stakes into the ground 
and lash the crosspole to them with a 
couple of bits of copper wire out of the 
ditty bag. Building a fire of hardwoods, 
you soon have the tea pail and the two 
pots simmering over the fire on chain 
hooks, the latter hanging by their covers, 
which are held on by stout snap hooks 
on each side. 

Before leaving the small kits the men- 
tion of some sort of a hot-lunch rig is in 
order. I believe that half of the head- 
aches and upset stomachs that anglers 
seem to be heir to is due to the cold lunch 
which the londlord sticks in your creel or 
fish basket at the last minute, and which 
usually turns out to be made of lead sand- 
wiches, concrete pie and a couple of petri- 
fied eggs. Your stomach looks in vain 
for the good old hot coffee which serves 
more to warm up the rest of the edibles 
and get your gastric juices in action than 
anything else. I show herewith a species 
of pail, bent to fit the body, with a wire 
hook to hang it over the fire and a cover 
which serves as a cup. Department stores 
keep it in tin for the munificent sum of 
25 cents, or the outfitters will sell you 
what is known as the Japanese Army 
Cook Kit in aluminum for $1.75. This is 














also kidney-shaped, size 334x6%x5"% in., 
weight 16 o0z., fastened up with strap and 
buckle. .All these are stamped in one 
piece, with no joints, whereas the tin one 
is soldered and you will have to watch the 
fire. The Japanese kit has an inset tray 
which would do as a fry pan, giving you 
two cooking utensils and a cup cover. The 
department store affair is big enough to 
two shallow tin dishes, useful for 
either frying or as an eating dish. If I 
were taking an outdoor lunch with this 
kit I would have a little bag of tea, ditto 


take 


hag of sugar, some salt, a packet of ba- 
con, and a packet of erbswurst or a packet 
of some one of the condensed soups, such 
mushroom, When lunch time 
comes you can then supp’ement the sand 
wich with a good hot cup of tea and in 
10 to 15 minutes’ cooking have a couple 


as bean or 


of platefuls of palatable, nourishing soup, 
and your bacon will serve to fry a fish. 
\fter that you can fish or tramp till the 
sun sets and the moon comes up and yet 
not get that empty feeling. There is 
plenty of room in this container for all 
your fishing tackle, compass and other 
‘mall duffle, so that it acts as a sort of a 
tin ditty bag, so to speak. 

When there are six or eight in the party 
all these go-light cooking kits had best 
give way to the standard aluminum nest- 
ig manufactured for the purpose. 
You want at least four pails and they 
must hold several gallons each; you must 
have mixing pans, and at least two large 
fry pans with detachab’e handles. A 
stout wire grate, with its own legs, re- 


un sets 


places the crosspcle cook range, and a 
folding baker makes biscuits a dozen at 
a time or corn bread in cakes large enough 
for eight hungry campers. There is no 
getting away from this outfit with any 
comfort, and a party of that size can easi- 
ly pack the whole kit between them. The 
photos herewith tell the story concisely. 
In all these illustrations, by the way, | 
have shown the firewood placed but not 
lighted as it is almost impossible to get 
sharp pictures when there is any camp- 
fire smoke about. The _ illustrations 
show an aluminum nesting outfit in 
action, a folding baker and the way to use 
it, a camp kitchen rigged for handy man- 
agement of the provisions and an eating 
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fly with table, improvised from logs and 
under it. Examining first the 
utensils you will note three pails and two 
fry pans (on the wire grate). The larger 
pails are 12x12 inches and 10x8 inches, 
respectively, and hold 4 and 2 
The largest is for general boiling water 
The 
third pail is boiling rice and the fry pan 
Note 
the arrangements in cut form of the split 
hardwood and the grate. We find 
that a crib of crossed sp'it blackjack gives 
the most heat for the longest time and 
bed of Standing 
fire is a pail of 
tea, set there to be handy for boiling water 


stakes, 


gallons. 
supply and the second is doing soup. 
has presumably a dozen quail in it. 


wire 


leaves the best coals. 


alongside the gallon 
on the tea grounds just before supper is 
The other pail has prunes in it 
just simmering over a bed of live coals 
raked out from under the grate. Five 
pails and a fry pan are at work for we 
have a party of eight to feed. 

But there is still more to the story of 
this supper. Note the biscuit baker and its 
fire, also the dough mixing pan, the bread 
board ior rolling cut the dough and the 
second pan with a cover on it from the 
largest pail to keep the first batch of 
biscuits hot while the second is doing. 
About sixteen biscuits to the batch is the 


served. 


best that we can do and I never saw a 
party of eight yet who couldn't stow 
thirty-two biscuits between them. There 
thirty-t I ts betv them. The 


is no better rig for baking fresh biscuits 
meats than the 
folding reflector baker, yet, through bad- 
ly made and managed fires, inexperienced 
campers usually succeed in burning the 
bottoms of their biscuits black before the 
While certain 
woods such as longleaf yellow pine wiil 
give tall, hot flames high enough to roast 
both ends of a biscuit, the reverse is true 
of most of the hardwoods. Wherefore the 
best fire fer the baker is made by driv- 


or corn bread or roastit 


ig 


teps have begun to brown. 


ing in two pairs of stakes absolutely up- 
right and about 18 inches high, each pair 
being 3 inches apart. Between them are 
slipped short 3-inch logs 2 feet long, one 
above the other, making a little wall of 
logs 18 inches high. Flat against this is 
built the fire of sticks of hard- 
wood well chinked with dry chips and 
twigs. When the biscuits are in the pan 


vertical 
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and ready to be done, touch off your fire 
and you will have a roaring flame 30 
The biscuits ought 
Have 


inches high at once. 
to rise and brown in ten minutes. 
an extra green log handy and if you see 
that your under biscuit faces are getting 
burnt before the tops are done, lay the log 
across the lower face of the baker where 
it will effectually stop at least half of the 
heat And never let the baker be- 
come sooty or rusty. The biscuit pans 
can be as black as you please, but if your 
reflector baker is going to reflect heat it 


rays. 


must be kept bright and shiny. The bak- 
ers come in two sizes, 8x12 inches and 


10x18 inches. They pack in flat canvas 
bags, with a shoulder strap like a school 
bag, and weigh with bread board 2 Ibs. 
and 5 Ibs., respectively. So long as flour, 
baking powder and corn meal hold out 
there will always be fresh bread in camp 
day after day, week after week, if you 
take along a reflector baker—also roast 
‘coon, ’possum, squirrel, duck, any beast 
or fowl that can be persuaded into an 
8x12-inch baking pan. 

When a large party is on the trail, mov- 
ing camp from day to day either by canoe, 
pack and saddie or back-pack, it saves 
much time and exasperation to have all 
the edibles in one or more side-opening 
tump bags which can be hung up on stakes 
handy to the cook fire. I described one of 
these in the Sportsman’s Workshop some 
time ago. The bag is 22x9 inches diameter 
with long side lips and a stout maple stick 
through the hem of one side by which the 
two lips can be rolled up tight like a cur- 
tain roll. When all is snug, a sort of 
shawl strap harness is strapped around 
the bag and it is ready for canoe, saddle, 
or shoulderstrap harness. The rig is al- 
most waterproof and the 8-inch paraf- 
fined muslin bags inside are equally capa- 
ble of keeping out water, so that an upset 
or a swimming ford will in no way wet 
down your provisions. 

Arrived at the chosen camp site for the 
night, by the time the tents are up it is 
likely to be dark, and meanwhile the chef 
has his range built, the cook kit unpacked, 
and the two provision bags opened and 
hung by their maple sticks to a crosspole 
on two stakes handy to the fire. An acety- 
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whole cooking scene robs cooking by night 
of its terrors, and, as the provisions are 
used from the food bags, they are returned 
to their p!ace in the provision kit, so that 
nothing gets lost in the dark. Two mer 
make a good cooking crew, leaving the 
other six to put up tents, rig the sleeping 
outfits, and build the main camp fire. It 
is hopeless to expect one man to cook for 
eight and besides rustle his own firewood 
and water. The worst meal I ever cooked 
was when expected to do that very thing. 
[ had had a long, hard day’s canoeing, 
with innumerable portages and down trees. 
IXveryone was dog-tired, and the rest just 
sat back and smoked, letting me chop my 
own firewood, haul the water, make the 
cook range and get on the pots to boil. 
Presently the last of the firewood disap 
peared, the pots stopped boiling (the 
larger ones hadn't begun yet), and every- 
thing came to a standstill. It was dark 
and everyone was hungry, but [ preferred 
going hungry to bed to chopping up 
another supply of firewood, and told them 
so. 

No, it takes two men to do any kind of 
a job. If the other man wants to cook, 
I am right on the job keeping up fires, 
fetching water, preparing the edibles, etc., 
and when I cook | expect him to do the 
same by me. 

Finally if even a stand of only two 
nights is to be made, it pays to put up an 
eating tent fly and make a rough log din- 
ing table. A sheet of waterproof green 
tent cloth 6x10 will weigh 3% pounds 
and can be stowed away with the cook kit. 
While there are a dozen quick and easy 
methods, one way of putting it up is sim- 
ply a ridge pole nailed to two trees and 
the cloth stretched over it with a slight 
fall each way. In fair weather one can 
eat comfortably around a camp fire with 
a plate in one’s lap and a bowl in the 
hands, but when it rains you will enjoy 
life more standing up to a table on which 
are your plate, soup bowl and coffee cup 
with butter can, sugar bag and “cow” on 
the table, handy for everyone. If you are 
to sit at a table it is well to bear in mind 
that the standard height of it is 82 inches 
(or from the muzzle to the locks of your 
shotgun), and the standard bench height 


lene camp lamp hung so as to light the 16 inches. 




















“A 1000 MILE CANOE TRIP TO FORT 
SEVERN” 


BY A. P. SIMMONDS 


or in his home and realizes that his 

trip the following night to Chicago 
from New York, a distance of about 1000 
miles, can be accomplished in a trifle less 
than 20 hours, he is more than likely to 
consider such a trip as I am about to 
describe, although the same _ distance, 
somewhat different and more exciting. To 
begin with, let me call to my readers’ at- 
tention one fact, namely, that but few 
white men have ever accomplished this 
trip, and it must be made entirely by 
canoe (or as the Indians would say, 
“Chemung,” which is the Indian word for 
canoe). 

Starting at Nipigon, a small village on 
Nipigon Bay, which is a part of Lake 
Superior, on the Northwest, due South of 
the Thunder Bay District, we followed 
the Nipigon River, due North for about 
30 miles, when we struck, what I have 
often termed to myself, one of the most 
beautiful lakes in all Canada, Lake Nipi- 
gon. This part of our journey we finished 
just as night was falling, and we were 
able to make our first camp on the South- 
ern shore of it, and while my partner 
“Sink” and I drank in the beauties of a 
moonlight night, our two faithful guides, 
full blooded Ojibway Indians, prepared 
our evening, or I should say our midnight, 
meal, for it was nearly that hour before I 
finished my last piece of bacon, and un- 
folding my H. B. C. blanket bade good- 
night to the world and all. 

We were up early in the morning, as on 
my various trips I have made I seldom 
allow myself over seven hours sleep, 
or as Joe, my guide, would say in the 
Indian tongue, “Neebath.” The trip due 
north across Lake Nipigon was without 
any particular incident, save for several 
moose we saw drinking on the shore, and 
after two days’ hard paddling we reached 


Pier in tis when one sits in his office 


the mouth of the Pikitigushi River, and 
this was where our real work began, for 
before we reached White Clay River, a 
distance of perhaps 50 miles, we had to 
cross some of the worst portages I have 
ever tackled, and I have tackled hundreds 
of them. The old Indian trail had long 
ago become almost blind, and we had to 
resort to our axes on many occasions. 
Right here perhaps it would be interesting 
to relate a rather amusing as well as 
surprising incident that occured while I 
had halted to chop a trail through a wind- 
fallen tree, at least three feet in diameter. 
I was cursing all the gods of fortune at 
the work ahead of me in having to chop 
through such a tree, when in accidentally 
stepping over it, and putting my foot on 
it, imagine my surprise to see it crumble 
into a pile of dust at my feet. This 
demonstrated that no doubt this huge 
monarch of the forest had lain in that very 
position a hundred years, and yet to all 
first appearances it looked as if it might 
have blown down the week before. Dur- 
ing our trip up to White Clay Lake, I had 
the good fortune to run into some very 
fresh moose tracks, and we also saw any 
number of timber wolves and deer. 

The following day Mike, our other 
Ojibway, came into camp about noon with 
two very nice quarters of moose steak, 
a welcome change from pork, bacon and 
erbswurst. Having reached the shores 
of White Clay Lake, we decided to rest 
for a half day while I explored some 
nearby lakes and rivers, much smaller, in 
quest of trout and bass. It was well that 
I did, because “Sink” and I together 
caught about 20 of the finest I have ever 
seen, each one full of fight; and with my 
4-oz. rod I had some royal sport, as well 
as two good meals. Realizing that our 
trip had hardly begun, I reluctantly laid 
aside my rod for my paddle, and that night 
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PORTAGE FROM MOOSE TO ABITIBI 





USING THE “TARP” 





saw us head our canoes for one of the 
longest as well as the most interesting 
parts of our journey, the wonderful Sev- 
ern River, which was to be our trail for 
many days to come. What a river and 
what scenery! Crossing the Albany River 
we reached its headwaters via a chain of 
lakes, some of them nameless. In some 
places this river flowed like a silver thread 
through densely wooded hills, and then 
again we would strike narrow places 
where the enbankments of solid rock rose 
to a sheer height of two to three hundred 
feet, and in some places as clean cut as a 
piece of cheese. I tried once to take a 
sounding at the edge of one of these huge 
walls, and while I used 300 feet of copper 
wire line, I still had not struck bottom. It 
was just about 40 miles northwest of these 
beautiful cliffs that we struck our first 
Indian village, and while there were only 
about 30 souls in the settlement, the old 
chief (Ishanabie) told me in his native 
tongue that only four had ever seen white 
men or “Shaganas,” so you can easily un- 
derstand with what curiosity they viewed 
us. It was some time before the women 
and children would come near us, and then 
they kept continually pointing toward our 
faces, and to cap the climax they named 


me “Kitch i ta wa nini—“big white 
trader.” As we were about to take our 


leave, I found a small carbide lamp I 
had brought along to photograph animals 
at night, and having no further use for it, 
[ gave it to the chief, as a token of my 
regard, and showed him how to use it. 
Imagine my surprise when the old fellow 
insisted on lighting it during the day, and 
he strutted about the tents as proud as if 
[ had given him the Flat-iron Building. 
“Sink” and I wondered what would hap- 
pen when his small can of carbide was 
used up. We didn’t fortunately have time 
to wait and see. 

Quite in contrast to the above incident 
an accident occured not far from this 
Indian village which came very near 
terminating our trip in a most disastrous 
manner. We had stopped for lunch one 
rainy noon, and I had gone off in quest of 
a caribou, whose fresh tracks I had seen 
nearby our landing, when about a hundred 
yards or so, away in the dense bush, I 
suddenly found myself about 30 feet from 
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a huge brown bear. I fired at him, but 
the moisture from the rain along the bar- 
rel of my rifle spoiled my aim, and I only 
succeeded in wounding him near the 
mouth; he retreated hastily, with angry 
growls, and I thought nothing more of the 
affair. I followed the caribou tracks for 
some distance and was returning to join 
my partner, when within about two 
hundred yards from our landing, I hap- 
pened to hear a commotion to my right, 
and looking in that direction imagine my 
surprise, as well as horror, to see “Sink” 
standing not ten feet away from the very 
bear I had wounded, with nothing but a 
sheath knife to defend himself. He had 
attempted to brain the animal with his 
axe, but the bear with one swipe of his 
huge paw, had knocked the axe out of 
“Sink’s” hand, forty feet away. Fortunate- 
ly my presence of mind, or nerve, didn't 
forsake me, and taking careful aim with 
my .351 I sent a bullet crashing into Mr. 
Bruin’s head, which ended his career; but 
in falling his claws caught “Sink” on his 
left side, and the scars of those claws he 
will carry to his grave. I never think of 
that bear knocking “Sink’s” axe out of his 
hands, without thinking at the same time 
of the generally wrong idea the average 
person has that a bear is a clumsy, slow 
animal, Please let me say that in all this 
country there isn’t an animal who is 
swifter with his paws than a bear. I have 
actually seen one stand on the rocky shore 
of a river, with his nose close to the water, 
and deliberately swipe a fish out of the 
water after which he puts his foot on it 
and devours it. If anyone doubts the 
speedy movements of these animals, let 
him ask some friends who have tried to 
follow one through the bush. 

A few days later we reached the Lonely 
River and while its name would imply a 
dull trip, it was just the reverse. All 
along this beautiful stream, we enjoyed 
some of the finest trout fishing I have ever 
had. In one pool not over fifteen feet in 
width, my partner and I took over seventy 
trout in less than two hours using only 
two lengths of a Bristol steel rod and a 
bass fly. In making this statement I do 
not wish my readers to think I am a pot 
fisherman! Far from it; in fact in my 
thirty years’ experience as a disciple of 
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RAPIDS ON 


PITIKIGUSHI RIVER—WE SHOT 
THEM 


Walton, I have never taken from any 
waters more fish than I actually needed 
for our use, and in this case we salted the 
trout for future use, not knowing what 
luck we would have in the many days 
ahead of us. While dwelling on fishing 
let me relate in a few words an account 
of a muscalonge catch which I had on the 
Pitikigushi River one afternoon just at 
sunset. I was paddling slowly back to 
camp with Joe, and my line, which was 
only a sixteen-pound bass casting line, 
trailing astern, thinking perhaps I might 
get a strike of a bass or pike for supper, 
when all of a sudden the line slowly drew 
taut. I called for Joe to back up, as I 
was caught on some old branches under 
the water or perhaps weeds; believing 
this, I didn’t even yank my rod for fear 
of getting further caught. Slowly Joe 
paddled back to where I thought I was 
caught, when about twenty feet from our 
canoe there was a sudden swish of water 
and leaping ten feet into the air came as 
beautiful a specimen of ’longe as I ever 
beheld. I was so surprised that in trying 
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to get the hook more securely into his 
huge jaws I yanked too hard, and away 
went the second joint of my rod. Now 
I was in a predicament, and any one who 
has ever had one of these “tigers of the 
inland waters,” on the end of a line knows 
what I was up against. Fighting this 
monster in his native heath, with a broken 
joint on a sixteen pound bassline—well! 
For one hour and a half we _ paddled, 
backed, played, reeled in, reeled out, and 
on several occasions I thought we had lost 
him, but each time his big bluish-green 
back would come hurling into the air, and 
he would shake his jaws in a mighty effort 
to free himself from the hook, but I was 
on my guard and when finally we slowly 
got him into shallow water, and I man- 
aged to send a .38 soft nosed bullet into 
him, he gave up. This was the gamiest 
fight I have ever seen by a fish. Joe and 
I pulled him on the rocks and put the scale 
hook in his mouth and together lifted him 
clear of the ground, and he weighed just 
one ounce less than 37 pounds. A rather 
good ninety minutes’ fun, even though it 
cost me a broken rod, seared fingers, and 
a late supper. 
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All Joe could say was, “Him beeg 
feller,” and as I sat down on the rocks and 
wiped the perspiration from my forehead, 
I could only say, “Yes, d—— beeg.” 

The scenery was grand and on several 
nights the displays of the Northern lights 
were magnificent and defied description. 
It was on this river that we ran into a 
severe snow squall one afternoon, which 
was over almost as quick as it came up, 
and one morning about four o'clock, on 
going down to launch my canoe, I was 
surprised to see a fine thin skim ice about 
a foot around the water’s edge near the 
rocks. Of course, it disappeared with the 
first sun, but it was a gentle reminder that 
we must be on our way before the cold 
weather set in. 

After many hard and long portages and 
equally long and hard paddles, we reached 
the head waters of the Severn and it was 
the glorious scenery of this wonderful 
stream that prompted me to say to my 
partner as I bade him adieu, some few 
weeks later, “ ‘Sink,’ it’s a darn pity so 
few have ever seen it.” 

And he agreed with me. The magnifi- 
cent shores, the wonderful forests, the 
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huge rocks, the angry rapids, are all too 
numerous to mention in this limited space. 
When we reached Fort Severn, we found 
the kindly old Factor, hospitable to the ex- 
treme, and our eight hours stay there was 
only too short. We would have remained 
longer, had we not decided it would save 
us time to avail ourselves of an invitation 
of the captain of an old steam tug used 
as a fishing boat to accompany him as 
far south as Moose Factory and thus save 
the most uninteresting as well as a long 
part of our journey on Hudson and James 
bays, which would have meant days of 
paddling. 

It might not be amiss for me to say here 
that the shores of both Hudson and James 
bays are absolutely void of any such 
scenery aS one encounters continuously 
on the inland rivers and lakes. It was 
right after our departure from Moose 
Factory while proceeding up the Moose 
River that there occurred a very interest- 
ing incident. Our Indians being thorough- 
ly familiar with the country during the 
first part of our journey as far as Fort 
Severn, were of invaluable aid to us in 








296 


finding the trails, etc., but once outside of 
their own country they become absolutely 
useless. I afterward learned that it was 
because they will not make a move to find 
any trail of another tribe other than their 
own, but fortunately I was not dependent 
upon them, as I had once before made the 
trip up to Moose Factory this same way, 
and it was an easy matter to retrace the 
old trails and portages; in fact in many 
places I found the very same blazes I 
myself had made years before, looking 
as if they had only been cut a few 
weeks, { 

3y easy stages we made our way up the 
Moose River into the Abitibi, thence on 
into Lake Abitibi, which in Indian means 
“Muddy water,” and indeed it deserves the 
name, The water is very rank, and if one 
is not acquainted with the whereabouts of 
a certain spring at the western end near 
the portage, he had better carry his supply 
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water with him. As we traveled 
gradually south, all around us were grim 
evidences of bush fires, which had doubt- 
lessly occurred a few years before. One 
experiences a touch of sadness when he 
views these magnificent tracts of virgin 
timber, so ruined in many places by this 
“untamed element.” 

At last we reached our first real sight 
of a white man’s habitation at the extreme 
northern terminus of the Government 
Railway and it was here we bade our 
faithful Indians good-bye until our next 
trip, and two days later we were ex- 
periencing the delightful sensation of a 
mattress, after weeks spent on balsam 
boughs; but if I had to choose every day 
between the two, I would quickly 
“Balsam boughs for mine,” and as to 
traveling by railway or canoe, I would 
also choose my beloved “Chemung” every 


time ! 


of 


say 


“BACK TO THE LILY-PADS” 


BY CHARLES A. SINGLER 


The heron and the bittern have come back te their rood, 
And soft-lipped southern winds are whispering to the shore 


The low, far-reaching marsh sleeps in the spring-time haze, 


While savage rangers of the deep strike at the lure once more. 


I hear the clinking of the swells against the old boat’s keel, 

The chattering of blackbirds clustered on some bleak, dead tree. 
And o’er it all, and sweeter still, the music of the reel, 

The sweetest strain in all the world, at least it seems to me. 


And so my boat and I will drift along the lilied way 
Until far hills blot out the light, and purple shadows creep. 

The mallard flaps across the marsh, as swift we homeward ply, 
Like spectres through the tangled swamp, already hushed in sleep 
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PIERRE LEVAL, PANCRAFTSMAN 


BY HENRY WELLINGTON WACK 


se OU lak heem, M’sieu!” Leval as- 

Y sured me. “Heem un homme ex- 

quise! Un grand seigneur; un 
maitre de cuisine; un bon vivant!” 

Fat Pierre was the cook and sometimes 
the guide at the Walden Camp in Upper 
Rainbow Lake, that beautiful aqueous 
jewel in the region of the west branch of 
the Penobscot. You go in by way of Fra- 
zer on the Bangor and Aroostook. Frazer 
is not a beautiful place, no matter how 
abundantly you may have inoculated your- 
self. However, it is there you tumble off 
the train, have your duffle bags thrown 
after you, and make for a launch hard by. 
This impudent little craft gets into action 
promptly and grunts and gasifies up the 
lake as if scared of the shore. Leval, dis- 
guised as combination captain-engineer- 
and-crew, then ascertains who and what 
you are, and just how you have con- 
ducted yourself since birth. 

Pierre Leval had made up his mind at 
sight of me. Camping parties had come 
and gone for seven years, but they had 
not stirred up his memories of the past. 
They had been, well, “what you call it, 
conventionnel.” Then he would cluck his 
tongue and chuckle. 

Only that exquisite gentleman, whom he 
was sure I would have liked, a grand cook 
himself, a gastronome and a bon vivant, 
who visited the camp the year previous, 
had the qualifications to appreciate, to 
understand Pierre Leval, a man of paris, 
hidden away in a Maine fishing camp. 
Now the good father had cast me in 
Pierre’s remote way—to understand, to 
fathom him and—his story. “C'est une 
benediction!” 

The August morning and evening had 
already become cool in that aromatic 
wilderness; but the noons were a gilded 
glory, the sky entrancing, and the water 
a pulsating mass of shimmer and shadow. 
Nor were forty-two twelve-inch trout a 


poor evening’s sport casting from our 
canoe as we glided stealthily from one 
olive pool to another. And such cold, firm- 
fleshed fish! as pink within as a primrose 
and as sweet and crisp as only a cook 
like Pierre could insure. It seemed to me 
these trout tasted altogether different from 
those prepared in the usual way with 
bacon and butter. So I sneaked into the 
kitchen while Pierre was enjoying his 
own feast. 

“Ah, M’sieu, you lak ze trout?” 

“Vitellius himself never tasted any so 
good! How do you do it? What is the 
trick, Monsieur Pierre?” 

“Ze trick? Mon Dieu! Eet is no ze 
trick. Eet is Art et ex-pe-ri-ence! One 
milliard times you cook ze trout—an ze 
trick is au fait accomplish. Zat is ze 
trick.” 

“Come now, maitre, you surely didn’t 
cook those trout in bacon nor in butter, 
nor in anything else usually employed by 
the ordinary cook. I want to learn how 
you do it. I am an amateur cook and you 
are a master, and we both know how to 
eat, which is more than the majority of 
mankind knows. Teach me how you cook 
your trout and I'll do anything you ask 
of me—even get you a wife.” 

“Une veuve embonpoint!” he inquired 

“Yes, even a plump widow!” 

“Bien, M’sieu! Eet is agree. Ze trout 
are ver’ fonny. He no lak de fat from 
ze pig. Eet make heem—malade, what 
you call seek. He no lak de fat from 
ze cow, ze buttair. Eet too make heem 
seek. He is ver’ fonny feesh, certain- 
ment. 

“Now, de propair way to cook heem is 
much salt water for wash heem off. Zen 
you make heem dry. When he is ver’ dry, 
you make heem wet wiz squeeze de lemon. 
Zen you wait, and hot make ze pan. While 
ze pan is make hot, ver’ hot, you mix-ed 
de white cornmeal, paprica, celery salt and 
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salt, all dry. 
fry. 

“Ze pan is hot wiz olive oil. Now ze 
trout is carry lak baby to annuzzer dish 
de same oil for dip in, comme ca! Zen 
he is take out an’ roll in de cornmeal an’ 
de spice. Zen you tak heem up lak a 
baby and lay heem gontly in ze hot pan 
for quick cook. Put on ze covair, and 
zare you are, ready for pray ze trick is 
correck done.” 

There was no doubt about it. The trick 
had been correctly done when the next lot 
of Pierre’s trout were served that even- 
ing. He had pledged me to secrecy, for, 
as he declared, nine out of ten vitiated 
palates would not appreciate his advanced 
cookery, so why waste olive oil and 
kitchen ceremonials upon appetites that 
knew nothing better than bacon-fried 
trout. But now that I have my eye upon 
a plump widow who ought to marry 
Pierre Leval, I feel that I have the right 
to squeal about the only way to cook a 
Rainbow trout. 

That night we sat in the starlight, be- 
fore an open fire in front of Pierre’s own 
cabin. I had supplied him with a new 
and pungent tobacco which he liked, and 
we were smoking pipes and dreaming of 
the past and great distances, as men who 
have traveled much are apt to dream. I 
broke the silence. 

“Tell me of that friend who _inter- 
ested you last year, the exquisite gentle- 
man whom I would have liked. Is it not 
often that men camp here in whom you 
find a fellow-feeling and sometimes more? 
You were originally from the south of 
France—a land of song and fair women— 
then you hid amongst the habitants of 
Quebec, now you are in a Maine camp 
cooking trout Laveloise. How did all 
this come about? Are you looking for 
anything particular in life—straying so 
far from your beloved Provence?” 

Pierre had taken the pipe from his open 
mouth. His abstract eyes were boring the 
fire, but he was peering far beyond it to- 
ward the day when he left Avignon an 
angry and a terrified youth, made his way 
to Marseilles, and, sailing whither he did 
not care, eventually got ashore in Can- 
ada. Finally, he tipped the bowl of his 


Voila! you are ready for 


pipe into the palm of his hand and cast 
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the dead tobacco into the flames. It was 
altogether another man who then leaned 
back and, half closing his eyes, spoke to 
me in the French of bas Canada. To do 
him justice I must translate the patois. 

“It is not my body that has wandered so 
far afield, it is my soul that never rests, 
can never rest until You fine gentle- 
men from the great cities pass me in 
your pleasures, your shooting and fishing 
parties, and only one out of a thousand of 
you sees the man behind the cook in 
Pierre Leval, sees anything but my red 
hands, stained clothing and my _ indis- 
pensable convenience to you three times a 
day, morning, noon and night. It is a 
damned lonely world, after all, M’sieu!” 

I murmured my accord. What unpack- 
ing of the heart had I unconsciously pro- 
voked? What was this zealous quest of 
the soul of Pierre Leval? Tragedy and 
romance have a wild stage—now and then. 

“It was a long time ago in Provence,” 
he resumed, “where oceans of violets 
grow, and where the grapes of St. Mar- 
ceau yield us a tisane that is better than 
most wine. I was a big school boy un- 
der the eye of the curé, and she the pret- 
tiest girl in the great convent there. And 
we loved each other. That is the fact 
that still hurts me. We loved each other. 

“One day I discovered that I had a 
rival, the son of a rich merchant at Can- 
nes. In my heedless passion I waylaid 
and beat him until he lay still. I was ter- 
rified. In the belief that I had killed him 
I fled to the coast of France and shipped 
as a sailor. That was the last I saw of 
my native land and of—her. 

“After many years I heard she had 
married, and after that I heard of my 
victim alive and prosperous in Paris. But 
a stray man amongst the Canadian habi- 
tants hears little of the life in France. 
Moreover, so long as I believed I had 
slain my rival, I avoided the subject. AlI- 
ways, however, I felt the sting of the 
crime in my conscience. It was as if I 
had a felon’s brand across my brow. 
Finally I came here where I would meet 
with nothing that reminded me of France. 

One morning in June last year I stood 
on the dock here just as the sun broke 
over the pines and covered the lake with 
its glow. I was about to drown myself 
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Pierre Leval, 


after a wakeful night in my cabin. But 
the sun was warm and the air like wine, 
and I took a long breath and looked lin- 
geringly at God’s great work around me. 
It was beautiful! Why, so long as I had 
eyes to see its beauty and ears to hear 
its melody, should I, Pierre Leval, as I 
am called, shut it all out forever? 

“Then I heard the full, round tones of 
a man singing in the forest. If he was 
happy, why not I? I would try again! 

“IT turned to my duties in the camp, 
when I saw the sun blaze upon the nude, 
bronzed body of a man being paddled 
down the lake. It was a wonderful sight, 
even in the wilderness. The princely 
stranger sat like a king in the waist of 
the forward canoe, a guide aft and his 
duffle holding down the bow. In his wake 
followed a flotilla of attending craft, each 
manned by two voyageurs, and every 
boat keeping its distance like battle array. 
Ah, M’sieu, it was magnifique! with that 
big man’s tawny body shining in the 
morning sun, at the head of that silent 
escort in the heart of this green wilder- 
ness. He came to this camp like an em- 
peror. He proved himself a nobleman of 
the first rank. When he stepped from his 
canoe like some supple beast of the jungle, 
stripped to his waist, I saw that he was 
built for adventure and romance. Such a 
torso! I have never seen it excelled in 
the drawings of Angelo or Rubens. He 
was a Frenchman, and seemed to under- 
stand that I had not always been a camp 
cook. I ventured to inquire and learned 
much of France and something of my 
beloved Avignon. He was a grand gen- 
tleman, and all the guides loved him. And 
he had courage and prowess and skill. 
Did I not see him kill a leon with a rifle 
at three hundred yards in rough water 
from the pit of his canoe! His camp out- 
fit was marvelously assembled, and he 
could cast a fly with a grace and aim that 
made men gasp and trout rise by the 
school. And he could eat! Ah, M’sieu, 
he had so fine a palate he could detect a 
stray mustard seed in the sauce. And 
when I taught him how to cook a trout 
a la Pierre, he gave me a hundred-franc 
gold piece which I have sworn not to 
spend until I can do so in my native 
France. 
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“Then, one night, we sat where you 
and I are sitting, and I could not resist 
telling him the story of my romance. 
He seemed to draw it from me by some 
occult power. His eyes glowed strangely 
in the light of our fire, and he seemed 
wrapped in a haze as | unwound my 
tale. 

“Could he tell me anything of Mlle. Du- 
vernet, my little Iris of Avignon, with 
the burnt gold hair and gray, wistful eyes? 
Was she alive and beautiful and happy? 
Then he gazed at me almost sadly, then 
with a look as savage as a_ leopard. 
Finally, infinite compassion warmed his 
dark eyes. Yes, yes; he had known Mlle. 
Duvernet; in fact, he knew her still. Yes, 
yes; she had married and was living a 
life of ease and splendor in Paris, the 
greatly courted wife of one of France’s 
great men. Surely, he thought, she must 
be happy. 

“*So you had known her?’ he muttered 
hoarsely. Then, as if a child in distress 
had called him, he strode hurriedly to his 
lodge. 

“The next morning his party went out 
as it had come in, its princely master 
stripped to the waist, sitting proudly in 
the pit of his boat. And I gazed upon 
his glistening form and wondered at it 
all until the blue of the sky and the 
water shut him out of my sight; but 
never from my reveries in this back- 
woods camp. 

“Now, when I’m alone at night, and 
piece together all we said and all we did 
not say to each other, and all that his 
fine eyes revealed; whenever I analyse 
that weird colloquy in the wilderness and 
follow him back to my beloved France, 
I am overwhelmed with a sweet sickness 
of the heart, forever converted to the 
belief that the handsome, bronzed 
stranger, voyaging through this great si- 
lent retreat last year, is—the husband of 
Mile. Duvernet ! 

“When he cast off his boat that cool 
dawn in June, I could see that something 
worried him. But when our eyes met and 
I had called my adieux after him, and 
added ‘may nothing ever disturb your hap- 
piness, sire,’ his brave smile showed that 
we understood the duty of one gallant 
gentleman to another.” 
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PRIZE FISHING 
CONTEST 


E SPECIAL HONOR 


BASSES 


BY WILL 


WOULD like this to be my best fishing 
| story. The facts are uncommon and 

warrant a sparkling fishing tale. The 
story with three Special Honor 
small-mouth bass, weighing respectively 
5% pounds, 5% pounds and 5 pound 2 
three veteran fishing pals. 


deals 


ounces and 
Two of the latter are like our three fish, 
in the heavy-weight class, while the author 
hovers around the feather-weight limit. 
But each one of us felt as though he 
weighed a ton after taking his prize bass. 
The scene was the beautiful upper Mis- 
sissippi. The weapons used to kill these 
three fish were a 10-foot, 6-ounce fly rod 
and two 9-foot 6-inch, 5'%-ounce rods. 
The flies used were an Oliver, a Reade 
and a Parmachene Belle. The heroes are 


Eddie Bode first, because he took the 5% 


H. DILG 


pounder, Will H. Dilg with a 5% pounder 


and Chas. B. Nichols with a 5-pound 
ounce fish. The Bode and Nichols fish 
were and are particularly important to 


them because they are the first and only 
5-pound small-mouth bass that either has 
taken with the feathers. Both have been 
trying these many years to have marked 
up to their credit a 5-pound bass taken 
on a fly, and “Eddie” and “Nickie” 
not the only anglers who have striven 
after the 5-pound mark in the bass family 
Almost every angler I know is after 
pound bass and fondly dreams of some 
day realizing his ambition. I know many 
anglers, but only a few who can claim a 
5-pound small-mouth—taken on a lure. 
Those taken on live bait count, but most 
of the glory is lost. There is really only 
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one way to take a fish and that is to lure 
your fish up to your bait, as one must do 
when fly fishing. I have written this be- 
fore, but it will bear repeating. 

The three anglers in this story are not 
bait fishermen, having passed the live bait 
age years ago. We are artificial bait 
casters and like the sport and consider it 
both artistic and scientific when one hook 
is used and the tackle of light weight. 
After trying all the known ways—from 
the angle worm up—each one of us thor- 
oughly agrees that the fly is the only real 
way. We three are not anglers of the 
type who have suddenly developed a taste 
for fishing. We were born with the an- 
gling passion; neither of us can quite re- 
member when we didn’t like to fish and 
each cne of us worships angling as an art. 
Each one of us would rather fish than do 
anything else, and it would be impossible 
to find three happier men than we three 
are when on a fishing trip. This does not 
mean that we agree as to rods, reels, lines, 
leaders, hooks or flies, because we don’t. 
Two of us would rather catch bass than 
all the other fish combined. One would 
rather bait cast for ‘““muskies” than go to 
heaven, because he couldn’t think of a 
real heaven where muskies were not— 
anyway, he wouldn’t want to go to such a 
heaven. Two of us think the large-mouth 
the equal of the small-mouth bass when 
found in the same waters; the other 
thinks us raving crazy. But one thing we 
do agree upon, and that is that angling is 
the king of sports. During the year of 
1912 we planned a dozen times to get 
away together, but fortune never per- 
mitted us to arrange it. However, in 
1912 two of us did manage to get away 
together at the same time. Bode fished 
with Nichols once and I fished with each 
of them twice. The first fish of our 
Special Honor Prize bass was taken by 
Nichols on the 8th of June. This was our 
first trip in 1912 on the Upper Mississippi. 
We fished two days and Nichols and I 
hooked and landed 138 bass. All these 
fish were of fair size, and if we had been 
fish hogs we could have brought back 
nearly two hundred pounds of small- 
mouth bass. We brought back about twen- 
ty pounds apiece and returned all the rest 
to the water. We did our fishing between 


Minnieska and Belvidere, and I never 
saw two more perfect fishing days for 
fly-casting. The weather was warm and 
the sky gray, with occasional little misty 
showers. The hills were gray, the sweep- 
ing river was gray, the trees were gray 
—it seemed as if the whole world was 
gray. Every fly fisherman loves the kind 
of dreamy gray days I mean, when the 
wind is hushed and the angler searches 
his fly-book for bright flies. The grand 
river was at the proper stage and we 
were dead certain that if the weather and 
sky kept this way we were sure of royal 
sport. The first dam yielded Nichols a 
2-pound fish on the third cast, and be- 
fore I got to the next dam above he took 
another pretty fish. About ten o’clock a 
misty rain started in, and by eleven we 
decided to quit for awhile, so we started 
up Zumbro Creek to Bill Huston’s shanty 
boat. Here we cooked dinner and smoked 
and talked to Bill and Sonny about fish 
and fishermen. Bill is an old-timer on 
the river. In the good old days he was a 
steamboater and is chuck full of stories. 
About two o’clock it looked as if it would 
clear up, so we started on up the river, 
as we did not want to waste a minute of 
this ideal gray day. In the afternoon the 
fishing was even better. Besides, we were 
getting into the best water along the fly- 
fishing stretch of the Upper Mississippi. 
Just about a quarter of a mile up the 
river, on the Wisconsin side, there were 
four splendid wing dams, and from them 
we netted ten bass, none of which were 
under two pounds. When we got to Sand 
Shoot I decided to fish it and go into 
Buffalo Slough, while Nichols decided to 
go up the river and fish the dams on both 
the Minnesota and Wisconsin sides, but 
especially the rip rap along Fisher Island 
This is a favorite spot to all fly-casters 
who know the river. Here last year 
Nichols lost, as he declares, the largest 
small mouth in the Upper Mississippi, and 
I had listened all winter of how big he 
was and how he fought and how he shook 
the fly. Our plan was to meet at Belvi- 
dere Point, where the river runs into 
Buffalo Slough. A prettier spot never 
greeted the eye of a fly-caster than Belvi- 
dere Point. I fished all the good black 
clay-banks, not forgetting the “million- 
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dollar bank.” The fish were on the strike 
and were feeding close to the surface. I 
spent four hours in the slough, and it is 
safe to say that I was fighting fish over 
half of this time. All of the fish were of 
good size, and “Old Bill” certainly hated 
to put back about five out of every six 
fish I took. I landed one 4-pounder, 
and it took every second of 12 minutes 
before I brought him to net. Bill thought 
this fish would be the big one of the day, 
so we placed it on the top of all the rest 
in the ice-box. We intended to knock 
“Nickie’s” eye out when we showed him 
this splendid fish. But “Nickie” had it on 
us, as future developments proved. As 
we drew near “Nickie” I could see him 
waiting, and I thought I discovered an 
undue eagerness expressed in his whole 
attitude. He was seated on the ice-box 
we always have in the rear of our boats 
and upon which we sit and from whica 
we cast. He was doing his best not to 
appear excited, but I felt all over that he 
was aching to show me a big fish. 

“How many, Bill?” he inquired. I told 
him I had taken thirty-six fish in all dur- 
ing the day and had kept seven. I then 
asked him how many he had taken to his 
rod. He turned to Sonny and asked, in 
an attempt at indifference, “How many 
did we get?” Sonny said thirty-four. 

I then said, “Nickie, you look to me as 
if you had a peach laid out in the box.” 
He did his best not to smile, and so did 
Sonny, but they made a flat failure of it. 

“Well, I guess it’s my cue to say, ‘Let’s 
see him.’ ” 

Then “Nickie” raised the lid of his ice- 
box, and there on the top lay a 22-inch 
small mouth—a beauty—and just caught, 
as I could see by the twitching fins. 

I said, “Nickie, he’s an ‘old moose.’ 
What does he weigh?” 

“We have been waiting to weigh him 
with your scales,’ averred Nickie. 

I produced them at once, and he pulled 
the scales down two ounces below the 
5-pound mark. To say that “Nickie” was 
proud of his fish is putting it in the 
mildest English the language affords. 
“Nickie” was fairly tickled to death and 
had the smile that won’t come off chasing 
itself all over his ruddy face. 

“How did he fight?” 





“Bill,” said he, “that bass outfought 
any 5-pound big mouth that ever swam.” 

“Nothing doing,” I retorted. “Sonny, 
you were in the boat when I took my 
large big mouth. Did you ever see any- 
thing outfight that bass?” 

“I dunno,” declared Sonny. “That was 
a fightin’ fish and so was this a fightin’ 
fish. I think this one maybe jumped the 
highest.” 

“Of course he did,” said Nickie. 

“Of course he didn’t,” said I. 

“Nickie” caught his fish in a little cove 
along the Rip Rap on Belvidere Island. 
The place is just the sort of spot for a big 
fish to pick out to feed in the evenings 
and many a daisy fish has been taken from 
ethis very place. I will never forget the 
first time I fished this Rip Rap, and in the 
same spot that “Nickie” got his fish I 
hooked and lost a hummer. This was ten 
years ago, but many times since, espe- 
cially in the winter, I catch myself think- 
ing of it. 

We hooked the boats on to our launch, 
The Fishing Kid, and soon arrived at 
Minnieska. En route “Nickie” told me 
the story of his 5-pounder. 

“Sonny and I were fishing along slow- 
ly, so as not to be too far from our meet- 
ing place,” he began. “Besides, my wrist 
was sore from my constant casting. The 
bass were smashing at the minnows up 
and down the Rip Rap. About ten feet 
below me I heard this big boy lunging 
after minnows. Sonny let the boat drift 
slowly down to where he was feeding and 
then held it. I cast my Oliver where he 
was smashing away at the minnows and 
he did his best to get it, but missed the 
fly. I cast about three feet above this 
cast and he nailed it in a flash. In an 
instant he took the current and made a 
wonderfully high and savage jump. Then 
he took a run and meanwhile shook his 
head and tugged like a bulldog with a 
leash in his teeth. Every once in a while 
he would make the water boil, then down 
again, and then tried to shake the fly by 
jump after jump. Each time he broke 
water I had heart disease. Once he went 
down and it seemed to me as if he had 
snagged himself on some bush under the 
water. I couldn’t budge him. All of a 
sudden he came up like a rocket. Bill, he 
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looked as big as a house each time he 
showed himself! Finally I brought him 
up close to the boat, but he was so frantic 
I had to give him line several times. At 
last I worked him up to a short line, and, 
inch by inch, brought him up to the net. 
Sonny did a good job of netting. And, 
Bill, he was some fish, believe me!” 

Our next two Special Honor Prize bass 
were taken the same day. Bode and your 
humble servant were the heroes this time. 
One of the funny things about it was that 
both of us thought he had it on the other 
by pounds, and each of us tried to do as 
“Nickie” did and act as if nothing special 
had happened. Each tried to have the 
other fellow ask him first, ‘““Any big ones?” 
and each held fire until finally I couldn't 
stand it any longer and said, “Eddie, I 
have got the old king bass of the Upper 
Mississippi in that ice-box.” Eddie said, 
“You haven't got anything on me, Bill. 
I've got the biggest bass in my ice-box 
you ever saw or ever dreamed of seeing!” 

At the same instant we both stood up 
and raised the lids of our ice-boxes, I 
fully expecting to have it on Eddie and 
he as surely expecting to have it on me. 
Both bass looked like twins. They were 
both 2214 inches long and it was impossi- 
ble to discover the slightest difference in 
weight by eyesight. 

Eddie said, “I think my bass has the 
largest tail.” 

“I think mine is heavier through the 
shoulders,” I declared. 


Finally, with our hearts beating like 
hammers, we weighed them. Mine was 


weighed first and showed 5% pounds. 
Eddie’s was weighed next and showed 
5'4 pounds, although to the naked eye 
they both looked equal in size and weight. 

“Eddie,” I said, “I wonder if we 
haven’t a chance for the FIELD AND 
STREAM Special Honor Prize with these 
fish ?” 

“T don’t know, Bill,” said Eddie; “some 
of those lake fishermen are sure to beat 
these river fish for size and weight.” 

“Yes,” I agreed, “but not with a fly.” 

Eddie’s fish was taken about three miles 
below Alma, Wis., while mine was taken 
in a branch of Buffalo Slough. To the 
uninformed, the word “slough” brings to 
mind dead, muddy and dirty water. Just 
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the opposite is true of all the fishable 
sloughs of the Upper Mississippi. Buf- 
falo Slough’s current is quite as fast as 
the Mississippi proper and years ago was 
the main channel of the river. Eddie 
hooked his fish in the most unlikely part 
of an unlikely wing dam. Bill Huston 
was rowing Eddie, and Bill likes to fish 
a dam with a fine-tooth comb, and fre- 
quently he is right, as I have often dis- 
covered. He always has his eyes peeled 
for rising fish, and Bill saw this old buck 
bass feeding close to shore. 

“T didn’t know whether it was a pick- 
erel or a bass by the wake it made,” said 
Bill, “but knew it was a big fish, whatever 
kind it was.” 

Bill tells the story thus: “I never said 
a word to Eddie, but rowed up to the 
place where I saw the fish feeding and 
said, ‘Eddie, drop your fly right alongside 
of that flat rock near that blackbird look- 
ing for minnows.’ Eddie dropped his fly 
just as pretty as could be and that old he- 
bass grabbed it, and Eddie snapped the 
fly into him and I was ready and pulled 
away from the dam in a jiffy. 

“That fish,” said Bill, “acted different 
than any old bass I ever saw. He made 
a straight run for about twenty-five feet 
toward the point of the dam, and then he 
came up ka-splash. Down he went and 
took out about twenty feet more line, me 
a-backing up after him as fast as | 
could back. Up he came again ka-splash 
and away he shot for the point of the 
dam, Eddie doing his best to take up 
line. 

“Say, Billy, it would have made your 
eyes weep tears to see Eddie trying to get 
line on that fish! Finally he took all of 
Eddie’s line and Eddie holding the point 
of his rod straight out, to keep him from 
breaking the rod, and me a-backing up tu 
beat all. Well, he got to the point of that 
dam and swung down the current before 
I could get the boat there. The fish was 
now a-jumping on one side of the dam 
and we on the other side, Eddie mean- 
while yelling, ‘Hurry up, Bill; hurry up, 
Bill!’ Then I swung the boat out to the 
point of the dam and we had the fish in 
deep, swift water. Whoopee! but he was 
some fighter! Just as we started to land 
him the Government stern-wheeler Fury 
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passed us with Old Cap at the wheel. The 
old scoundrel gave us all the waves he 
could. Eddie had his fish on a short line 
and was a-yelling for the net. I was do- 
ing my durnedest to keep us from turning 
over and Eddie had the devil’s own time 
bringing the fish to the boat in the rollers 
of that durned stern-wheeler. Because of 
those rollers I missed, in my haste, get- 
ting the net properly under the fish and 
had to try again. Eddie all this time was 
saying, ‘Please be careful, Bill. You'll 
lose him, Bill.’ 

“Well, we got him—both of us wring- 
ing wet with sweat. Eddie said, ‘Let’s 
take a drink,’ so I got the bottle and we 
had it. Then we took a smoke.” 

Eddie took his fish about four o’clock. 
I did not take mine until about six-thirty. 
I knew a place up the slough about a mile 
which seemed to me might give up a big 
‘un, and I asked Sonny if he cared to 
make the row. “Sure,” agreed Sonny, so 
we started. I never wet my line until I 
got to the bank I wanted to fish. It was 
a rose-tinted evening. As Sonny rowed 
it seemed as if we were moving through 
a rosy pink river. The shadows were 
deep along the banks and the hush of 
evening could almost be felt. Finally we 
got to the black clay-bank along which I 
expected to do business. This bank is in 
a bend of the river and the current 
sweeps by it at a fast pace. But, like all 
clay-banks, it has its special spot. As we 
drew near it I could see three or four 
bass lunging after minnows, and I felt 
certain I would get at least two or three 
fine fish. I whipped my fly out carefully 
and hit the steep sides of the bank and 
then flicked my Reade into the water. It 
was taken with a bang. I netted the fish 
as fast as possible, as it was getting dark, 
and soon landed a three-pounder. We re- 
turned to the good part of the bank and 
again I hit the bank with my fly and 
flicked it into the water. A fish started 
for it just as I was making the back cast 
and missed my fly clean. I made a dozen 
more casts without a rise, and was just 
about ready to quit when we saw and 
heard an old lunker feeding after minnows. 
I cast just a little above where he disturbed 
the water, and he took my fly with a rush. 
I set the hook and Mr. Fish rushed down 
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the slough with the current at lightning 
speed. This old boy did some high and 
lofty acrobatic feats and was some tug- 
ger. It was fast growing dark and I did 
my best to hurry Mr. Bass to the net, but 
he wouldn’t be hurried and stubbornly 
took his time. I could tell by the feel 
that I was on to a dandy, but it was too 
dark to make out his size, because he was 
fully forty feet from the boat. Within a 
few minutes I had Mr. Bass close to the 
boat and could plainly see that he was a 
buster. 

Sonny said, “Don’t try to hurry him, 
Mr. Dilg; he’s a dandy and we must get 
him.” Finally we netted him, and I laid 
down my rod with a sigh of relief. 
Sonny bent to his oars and we were soon 
within hailing distance of Eddie. This 
was Sunday and Eddie and I had to leave 
for Chicago, so that we could be on the 
job Monday morning. 

We think it remarkable that fishing 
pals for many years should win the three 
Special Honor prizes FIELD AND STREAM 
offers to the anglers for the largest small 
mouth taken on the fly. To tell the truth, 
we had the paradise waters of the uni- 
verse for the fly-caster after bass. The 
Upper Missisippi contains plenty of old 
lunkers, although bass of the 5-pound 
class are wary old birds and not to be 
taken any old day. 

Just a word about my three fishing pals. 
Once, not so long ago, there were four of 
us. We all loved this fourth one. This 
fourth one was a dream of a fly-caster— 
the daintiest and niftiest I ever knew. It 
was a thing of beauty and a joy forever 
to watch this fourth one cast a fly. Every 
move was grace itself, and this missing 
fourth one had the true soul of an angler. 
There are many places where our fourth 
pal will be missed. We three old boys 
know many portages, trails and camps 
made the happier because of our lost pal. 
Some of the Indians ’way up in the north 
woods will ask and be sorry that this 
missing one has left us forever. I don’t 
think any of us could bear to camp on the 
island in grand Old Swamp. I don’t think 
either of us would care to make the short 
portage from Old Sand Lake to Stearns. 
How could we, with these tender memo- 
ries clinging to us? 























| EDITOR’S NOTE—The aim of this department is to present to our readers reports on desirable 
| localities for fishing and hunting. We have a great many of these coming in by every mail. Only the 
best have been culled out—not places where the luck was “fair,” but where it was ‘**splendid.’’ Itis | 
impossible for us, in the limited space available, to print names of hotels, guides, etc., but write us direct 
for information concerning any locality whatever you are interested in, and be sure to mention in 
writing, later, to the hotel or guide, that your information came from our “ Where to Go” department. 
This is important, as you will then get the best treatment, both as to terms and accommodation. 

















In this issue we will endeavor to give 
information on general fishing for this time 
of the year with a number of the best salt 
water fishing localities. Clip the affidavit 
blank from the contest pages in this issue, 
take it with you on your trip and when 
you get a likely-sized fish don’t fail to enter 
it in the Prize Fishing Contest. A great 
deal of the following data is necessarily very 
condensed, but as stated above we shall be 
glad to answer any inquiries either by mail, 
phone or interview, regarding any locality in 
which you may be interested and aid our 
readers as far as possible in planning for a 
successful and enjoyable vacation trip. 


New Egland States 


A number of excellent trout fishing lo- 
calities in Maine are given below. We sim- 
ply state place, accommodations and rates. 
Guides, including boats, can be hired at any 
of these places at about $3 a day. Allens 
Mills, Franklin Co., Clear Water Camp, 
E. u. Gay, prop., $12 week; Loon Lake, 
J. L. York’s Camps, $2 day; Kennebago 
Lake, Grant’s Camps, $17.50 week; Ash- 


land, Aroostook Co., Machias Camp, Henry 
Rafford, prop., $10 week; Center Lovell, 
Oxford Co., Brown’s Camps, B. E. Brown, 
prop., $15 week; Great Pond, Hancock Co., 
We-Suit-You Camp, G. Patterson, prop., $10 
week; Winn, Penobscot Co., Bay View 
House, J. M. Patten, prop., $12 week; West 
Sebois, Camp Grace, $12 week; Belgrade, 
Kennebec Co., Belgrade Lake Camps, F. D. 
Thwing, prop., $15 week; Grand Lake 
Stream, Washington Co., Me., Ball’s Camps, 
$15 week; Norcross, Penobscot Co., Camp 
Phoenix, Chas. Daisey, prop., $2 day; Mac- 
kamp, Somerset Co., Trout Brook Camp, 
Robert Walker, prop., $1.50 day; Jackman, 
Somerset Co., Attean Camps, Holden Bros., 
props., $12 week; Moosehead Lake, Piscata- 
quis Co., Mount Kineo House, $5 day; 
Round Mountain, Franklin Co., Round 
Mountain Lake Camps, D. O. Blackwell, 
prop., $10 to $16 week; Staceyville, Penob- 
scot Co., Bowlan Camps, C. E. McDonald, 
prop., $10.50 week; Monson, Piscataquis Co., 
Mountain View Camp, A. F. Leeman, prop., 
$10 week; Upton, Oxford Co., Deal Cam- 
bridge, T. Durkee, prop., $12 week; Skin- 
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ner, Franklin Co., Twin Island Camps, E. A. 


Boothman, prop., $2 day; Oxbow, Aroostook 
Co., Atkins Camps, Libby Bros., props., $2 


day; Dead River, Hurricane Falls House, 
D. C. Durrell, prop., $7 week; North Se- 
bago, Cumberland Co., Bacheldor’s, J. H. 


Bacheldor, prop., $1.25 day; Pleasant Island, 
Franklin Co., Billy Soule’s Camp, $2.50 
day; Mosquito, Somerset Co., Jones Camp, 
G. C. Jones, prop., $2 day; Roach River, 
Piscataquis Co., C. H. Randall’s Camps, $2 
day; Eustis, Jim Pond Camps, $10 week. 

There is good land-locked salmon fishing 
at the following places, rates mentioned 
above: Allens Mills (also lake trout), Ken- 
nebago Lake, Center Lovell (Kezar Lake), 
Great Pond, Winn, Belgrade, Grand Lake 
Stream, Mackamp, Jackman, Upton, Dead 
River (also lake trout), North Sebago (Se- 
bago Lake), Pleasant Island, Mosquitos 
Kineo, Eustis (also lake trout). 

There is also good bass fishing at the 
following places, rates mentioned above: 
Belgrade Lakes, Allens Mills, Center Lovell. 

Other good bass fishing localities in 
Maine are: Oakland, Kennebec Co., Crow- 
ell’s Camps, $10 week; Schoodic, Hancock 
Co., Lake Side Camp, N. W. McNaughton, 
prop., $8 to $15 week; Harrison, Cumberland 
Co.; Maranacook, Kennebec Co., Marana- 
cook Hotel, $8 to $12 week (land-locked sal- 
mon and lake trout also plentiful) ; Bridge- 
ton, Oxford Co., Lake View House, C. T. 
Plummer, prop., $10 week; Wayne, Ken- 
nebec Co.; Pocasset House, $1.25 day up. 

Heron Island, Lincoln Co., Me., reached by 
Boston & Maine Ry. Accommodations at 
The Lodge, W. R. Bucknam, prop., $2 day. 
Deep sea fishing for cod, haddock, etc. 

Rangeley Lake, Franklin Co., Me., reached 
by Sandy River and Rangeley Lake Ry. 
Accommodations at Pickford’s Camps, H. E. 
Pickford, prop. Excellent fishing for land- 
locked salmon and trout. 

Lake Sunapee, Merrimac Co. N. H., 
reached by Boston & Maine Ry. Accommo- 
dations for fishing parties at Blodgett Land- 
ing, Sunapee Harbor and Georges Mills, Sul- 
livan Co., N. H. Land-locked salmon and 
trout plentiful in Lake Sunapee. 

Newport, Orleans Co., Vt., reached by 
Boston & Maine Ry. Accommodations at 
Raymond House, $2 day. Lake trout, bass, 
pickerel and land-locked salmon plentiful 
in Lake Memphremagog. 

Averill, Essex Co., Vt., reached by Maine 
Central Ry. to North Stewartstown, N. H. 
Accommodations at Cold Spring Camp, 
C. M. Quimby, prop., $12 week. Lake trout, 
land-locked salmon and brook trout plenti- 
ful in Little and Big Averill lakes. 
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South Westport, Mass., reached by N. Y., 
N. H. & H. Ry. Hotel accommodations. 
Excellent fishing for weakfish, bluefish, etc. 

Cuttyhunk, Dukes Co., Mass., reached by 
N. Y., N. H. & H. Accommodations at 
Veeder House, $9 week. Party reports good 
success, getting blackfish in abundance and 
striped bass up to 30 pounds. 


Middle Atlantic States 


Wanakena, St. Lawrence Co. N. Y., 
reached by N. Y. C. Ry. Accommodations 
at Bear Mountain Camp, J. M. Balderson, 
prop., $12 week, or at Hotel Wanakena, 
Wm. H. Pean, prop., $12 week up. Good 
brook trout fishing. 

Raquette Lake, Hamilton Co. N. Y., 
reached by N. Y. C. Ry. Accommodations at 
Brightside, J. O. A. Bryere, prop., $17.50 
week. Brook trout, lake trout and black 
bass in number of lakes and streams. 

Big Otter Lake, Herkimer Co., N. Y., 
reached by N. Y. C. Ry. Accommodations 
at Big Otter Lake House, W. D. Crandall, 
prop., $10, $12 week. Good trout fishing. 

Crown Point, Essex Co., N. Y., reached 
by N. Y. C. to Albany and thence by D. & H. 
Accommodations at Lake House, $12 week. 
Guides $3 day. Good fishing for bass, pike 
and pickerel in Lake Champlain and trout 
in nearby brooks. 

Good localities for trout in Sullivan Co., 
N. Y., are Wurtsboro, Roscoe, Livingston 
Manor, all reached by N. Y., Ont. & W. Ry. 
At White Lake and Wurtsboro there is 
good fishing for bass and pickerel. Ac- 
commodations can be secured at boarding 
houses or hotels at reasonable rates at any 
of the above mentioned places. 

Babylon, L. I., reached by Long Island Ry. 
Good fishing for bluefish, blackfish, sea bass 
and fluke, etc., Fishermen will furnish boats 
and bait and act as guides, 

Massapequa, L. I., reached by Long Is- 
land Ry. Walter Sawyer, of the Massa- 
pequa Rod & Gun Club, can furnish launch 
for fishing trips in Great South Bay, where 
there is unexcelled fishing for weakfish, king- 
fish, ete. 

Blue Point, L. I., reached by Long Is- 
land R. R. Accommodations at Old An- 
chorage Inn, $2, $2.50 day. Boats and guides 
can be had by arrangement with proprietor. 

For bass, pickerel and perch in New Jer- 
sey, the following places all offer excellent 
opportunities: Beaver Lake, Sussex Co., 
boarding-house, Denton Clark, prop., $2.50 
day (includes boat); Lake Hopatcong, ac- 
commodations at hotels or boarding-houses 
$10 week up, guides to be hired; Middleville, 
Sussex Co., Mountain Brook Camp, M. 
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Swartswood, prop., $8 week (fishing in 
Swartswood Lake, Long Pond, Catfish Pond 
and White Lake); Newton, Sussex Co., 
Spring Lake Cottage, G. Budd, prop., $1.50 
day (fishing in Hunt’s Pond); Bridgeville, 
Warren Co., Mountain Lake House, F. 
Buckmeyer, prop., $2.50 day (fishing in 
Mountain Lake); Boonton, N. J., fisherman’s 
hotel, Geo. Francis, prop., $2 day (fishing 
in Splitrock Pond); Budd Lake, Morris Co., 
Mendota House or Edgarton’s, $2 day (take 
Db. L. & W. to Netcong station). Other 
good places for bass in New Jersey are And- 
over, Sussex Co. (Delaware River) ; Midd!< 
Valley, Morris Co. (Raritan River); Allo- 
way, Salem Co. (Diamond Pond) ; Millstone, 
Somerset Co. (Millstone River) ; Greenwood 
Lake, Blackwood Pond and Oak Ridge 
Reservoir. 

There is good salt-water fishing at any of 
the following points on the Jersey Coast: 
\nglisea, Hotel Germantown, $2 day; As- 
bury Park; Forked River, hotels; Seaside 
Park, hotels and boarding-houses, good surf 
fishing; Fortescue, Cumberland Co., Wil- 
liams House, $1.50 day; Pleasantville, At- 
lantic Co., boarding-houses, and Seabright, 
hotels and boarding-houses. At most of the 
above places boats and guides can be hired 
for deep-sea fishing and the surf fishing 
is good. At Corsons Inlet, Cape May Co., 
there is excellent surf fishing for channel 
bass, striped bass and other surf fish. Ac- 
commodations at Gus Wittcamp’s hote!. 

Good localities for trout in Pennsylvania 
are Spruce Creek, Huntington Co.; Cres- 
coe, Monroe Co., Maple Lawn Hotel; Cana- 
densis, Monroe Co., Spruce Cabin Inn, $2.50 
day up; Noxen, Wyoming Co., hotel, $1.50 
day; Mix Run, Cameron Co.; Tylersville, 
Clinton Co.; Carman, Elk Co.; Pittsfield, 
Warren Co., and Monument, Clinton Co. 

All along the Susquehanna River there is 
good bass fishing and one can find good ac- 
commodations at hotels in any of the towns 
along the Lehigh Valley Ry. Other good 
hass-fishing localities in Pennsylvania are 
Coffeetown, Northampton Co.; Delaware 
River near Dingman’s Ferry, and Hunters’ 
Range, Pike Co. 

Southern States 

Long Key, Monroe Co., Fla., reached by 
Fla. East Coast Ry. Accommodations at 
Long Key Fishing Camp, $21 week up. 
L. P. Schutt, manager. Kingfish, amberjack, 
barracuda, Spanish mackerel, grouper. etc. 

South Boca Grande, Lee Co., Fla., reached 
by Atlantic Coast Line Ry. Accommoda- 
tions at Useppa Island, Tarpon Inn, $3.50 
day. Tarpon and all salt-water fish plentiful. 
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Sarasota, Manitee Co., Fla., reached by 
Seaboard Air Line. Accommodations at 
Bay Island Hotel, $17 week. Sea trout, 
tarpon, redfish, kingfish, groupers, etc 

Norfolk, Va., reached by C. & O. R. R,, 
Norfolk & Southern, or Old Dominion Line 
steamers. Accommodations can be secured 
at Hotel Chamberlain at $5 day and up. 
}oatmen can be hired at about $3 a day. 
Good bass fishing in Lake Smith. There is 
also good salt water fishing for striped 
bass, channel bass, ete. 

Middle Western States 

Bellaire, Antrim Co., Mich., reached by 
Pere Marquette Ry. Accommodations at 
The Maples, W. C. Green, prop., or at Fish- 
erman’s Paradise, H. D. Smith, prop., $12 
week. Black bass, trout, pickerel, muscal- 
longe, etc., in abundance. 

Central Lake, Antrim Co., Mich., reached 
by Pere Marquette Ry. Accommodations at 
isk Lodge, J. P. Fisk, prop. Black bass, 
muscallonge, pike, pickerel, etc., plentiful. 

Interlochen, Grand Traverse Co., Mich., 
reached by Pere Marquette Ry \ccommo- 
dations at Hotel Interlochen, W. W. Pen- 
nington, prop., $12 week. Guides $2.50 a day 
including boat. Good fishing for trout, bass 
and pickerel, also muscallonge. 

Hackensack, Cass Co., Minn., reached by 
Nor. Pac. Ry. Accommodations at Spain 
House, W. J. Spain, prop., $6 week. Bass, 
pike, pickerel, muscallonge, etc., are plenti- 
ful. Boats can be hired, guides not needed. 

Dorset, Hubbard Co., Minn., reached by 
Gt. Nor. Ry. Accommodations at Fisher- 
man’s Lodge, A. O. Wambold, prop. Party 
reports excellent success getting muscal- 
longe up to 24 lbs. and bass up to 4% Ibs. 

Tower, St. Louis Co., Minn., reached by 
Duluth & Iron Range Ry. Accommodations 
at Everett House, C. Everett, prop., $1.50 
day. Good fishing in Lake Vermillion for 
bass, trout, pike and pickerel, etc. 

Glengarry Springs, Cass Co., Minn., 
reached by Nor. Pac. Ry. Accommodations 
at Glengarry Springs Hotel, P. H. McGarry, 
prop., $10.50, $14 week. Best of success re- 
ported, abundance of bass and pickerel. 

Cable, Bayfield Co., Wis., reached by Chic. 
& Northwestern Ry. Accommodations at 
“The Cavalier,” L. E. Cavalier, prop., $2 
day. Trout fishing in nearby streams, also 
pickerel, pike, muscallonge, lake trout and 
bass abundant in surrounding lakes. 

Sayner, Vilas Co., Wis., reached by C., 
M. & St. P. Ry. Accommodations at Musky 
Inn, A. Chabrison, prop., $12 week. Good 
fishing for trout, bass, pike, pickerel, mus- 


callonge, ete. Guides to be had, $3 a day 
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Glidden, Ashland Co., Wis., reached by 
Soo Line. Accommodations at Camp-Fire 
Island Camp, H. A. Scotford, prop., $12 
week. Excellent for muscallonge, bass, pike, 
etc. Party reports splendid success. 

Powell, Iron Co., Wis., reached by C. 
& N.W. Ry. Accommodations at Deer Park 
Lodge, M. Engemann, prop., $12 week. 
Guides $3.50 a day. Bass, wall-eyed pike, 
muscallonge, etc. 


Western States 

Ishawooa, Park Co., Wyoming, reached by 
C., B. & Q. Ry. Accommodations at Al- 
drich Lodge, S. W. Aldrich, prop. Good 
trout fishing in Shoshone River. 

Other good trout localities in Wyoming 
are: Cody, Big Horn Co.; Saratoga, Carbon 
Co., Jackson’s Hole; Walsh, Sheridan Co.; 
waters of the Yellowstone National Parks 
Ranchester, Sheridan Co.; Valley, Park Co.; 
Medicine Bow, Carbon Co.; Laramie, Albany 
Co., and Afton, Unita Co. 

Livingston, Park Co., Mont., reached by 
Northern Pacific Ry. Our informant camped 
out. Hotel accommodations can be secured. 
Good trout fishing in Yellowstone River, 
Gardiner River, Brisbane Creek and Shields 
River. 

Glacier National Park, reached by Great 
Northern Railway. Hotel accommodations 
$2 to $5 per day. Wonderful trout fishing 
in the waters of the park. 

Ashton, Fremont Co., Idaho, reached by 
Union Pacific Ry. Our informant camped 
out. Accommodations can be had at ranch 
of C. W. Orton at $12 a week. Good trout 
fishing Red Rock Lakes and North and 
South Fork of Snake River. 

Cebolla, Gunnison Co., Col., reached by 
Denver & Rio Grande Ry. Hotel accommo- 
dations $2 day. Rainbow and Loch Leven 
trout in Gunnison River and Cebolla Creek. 


Pacific Coast States 
Lake Crescent, Clallam Co., Wash., 


reached by steamer from Seattle to Port 
Angeles, then by stage to the lake. Accom- 
modations at Marymere Hotel, $15 week. 
Lake trout and Beardsley trout plentiful. 
Sucker Lake, Newman Lake and Liberty 
Lake, all within easy reach of Spokane, are 
excellent bass-fishing waters. Fish Trap 
and Williams Lakes near Sprague, Wash- 
ington, afford good bass fishing. Spokane 
River, Little Spokane River and Deadman’s 
Creek are good trout-fishing streams. 
Klamath Falls, Klamath Co., Oregon, 
reached by Southern Pacific Ry. Accom- 
modations at Rock Point House, C. D. Wil- 
son, prop., $2 day. Brook and rainbow trout 


plentiful in Klamath Lake, and streams. 

Tillamook, Tillamook Co., Oregon, reached 
by Pacific Ry. & Nav. Co. Accommodations 
can be secured at $2 a day. Cut-throat and 
steelhead trout plentiful in Kilches River. 

Albany, Linn Co., Oregon, reached by 
Southern Pacific Ry. Accommodations at 
“The Cascadia,” G. W. Guisendarger, prop., 
$8, $10 week. Party reports splendid suc- 
cess, getting lots of brook trout, rainbow 
trout and lake trout. 

Red Bluff, Tehama Co., Cal., reached by 
Southern Pacific Ry. Accommodations at 
hotels $2 day. Guides $2 day. Excellent 
rainbow trout fishing in a number of creeks. 

Redlands, San Bernardino Co., Cal. 
reached by Southern Pacific Ry. Accommo- 
dations at Pine Knot Lodge, $3 day. Lake 
trout and brook trout plentiful. 

Lake Tahoe, Eldorado Co., Cal., reached 
by Southern Pacific Ry. Accommodations 
at Fallen Leaf Lodge, W. W. Price, prop., 
$14 week up. Guides $2.50 a day. Lake 
trout up to 30 lbs. Also brook trout fishing. 


Canada 

Englishtown, Cape Breton, N. S., reached 
by Intercolonial Ry. Accommodations at 
farm houses. Tuna and pollock fishing in 
St. Ann Bay and Mira Bay. 

Upper Keswick, York Co., N. B., reached 
by C. P. Ry. Accommodations at camps of 
Rainsford Allen, Stone Ridge, N. B., $7 
day (includes everything). Excellent fish- 
ing for brook trout and lake trout. 

Sparkle, N. B., reached by C. P. Ry. to 
Bristol or Grand Trunk Pacific Ry. to Jani- 
per Station. Accommodations at Forks 
Camps, Murdock Mackenzie, prop., $7 per 
day (includes everything). Atlantic sal- 
mon, sea trout and brook trout plentiful in 
Southwest Miramichi River. 

Lake Edward, Quebec, reached by Quebec 
& Lake St. George Ry. Accommodations 
at Laurentide House, Robert Rowley, prop., 
$2 per day. Good trout fishing. 

Burleigh Falls, Ont., reached by Grand 
Trunk Ry. Accommodations at Park Hotel, 
W. Darcey, prop., $2 day. Bass and mus- 
callonge fishing in Kawartha Lakes. 

Temagami, Ont., reached by Grand Trunk 
Ry. Accommodations at Temagami Inn, 
2, $3 a day. Guides $3 a day. Bass, pike, 
pickerel and lake trout in abundance. 

Algonquin National Park, reached by 
Grand Trunk Ry. to Joe Lake Station. Ac- 
commodations at Algonquin Hotel, L. E. 
Merrell, prop., $17.50 week. Guides $3 day. 
Brook trout, salmon trout and small-mouth 
black bass plentiful in numerous lakes and 
streams in the park, 
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CONSERVATION OF GAME AND FORESTS 


The Bayne Law in Canada 


[ditor, FIELD AND STREAM: 
Dear Sir: 

1 beg to acknowledge receipt of your let- 
ter of the 15th enclosing copy of the Bayne 
Law for which please accept my thanks. | 
have delayed answering same as | have been 
away on a fishing trip. 

1 may say that | brought same matter 
up before the annual meeting of the Prov- 
ince of Quebec Fish and Game Associa- 
tion, and while I met with a lot of opposi- 
tion I succeeded in introducing a motion to 
have this matter taken up by the incoming 
executive of the association. As yet we have 
done nothing very much; the committee has 
been appointed, and we have had no regu- 
lar meeting as yet but expect to do so this 
month. In the meantime I have been try- 
ing to get all the information I can. 

I must thank you for the trouble you have 
taken in writing Dr. Hornaday, and beg 
to state that I have received several very 
valuable pamphlets in regard to this matter. 

Our game laws here, | must say, are in 
very bad shape, there being no bag limit and 
the market open. For the last fifteen years 
we have prohibited the sale of the partridge 
or ruffed grouse as these birds have been 
getting very scarce. It expired in October, 
1912, and was not renewed and the slaughter 
has been renewed, while our game laws read 
that—after the open season a man must not 
have in his possession or for sale game of 


any kind whatever; he may make a declara 
tion that he has so many birds in his pos- 
session that have been shot in the open 
season and he may place them in cold stor- 
age and sell them at any time of the year. 
We are up against a pretty hard proposition, 
and I am afraid politics will enter a great 
deal into any change in the game laws. 

I note your remarks about assisting us in 
any way that you can, and shall be glad to 
avail myself of this offer at a future date 
when I can state definitely what action the 
association intend to take in the mater. In 
the meantime please accept my thanks for 
the assistance and information already re- 
ceived 

Yours truly, 


Montreal R. J. INGtIs. 


Dr. Hornaday Assists 


Editor, FieELD AND STREAM: 

I am glad to have your letter. I have 
sent the no-sale-of-game literature to Mr. 
Inglis and will help him all I can 

Have you kept track of the great fight in 
California against the sale of game? I sett 
you their first “Western Wild Life Call,” 
bat will now mail another. I enclose a copy 
of their Flint-Carey bill which has won out 
They won a great victory, after an awfully 
long and bitter fight, 


‘Frisco and Sacramento newspapers against 
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with practically all the 


them! 
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In order to win they conceded the sale of 
geese and rabbits, and ducks for one month, 
but they put through a stiff bag-limit law 
(so 1 understand). Details are meagre as 
yet. 

Yours very truly, 
W. T. Hornapay. 


New York Zoological Society, 


Text of California “Bayne Law” 
Assembly Bill No. 1289. 
Introduced by Mr. Cary, January 31, 1913. 
Referred to Committee on Fish and Game. 
AN ACT 
To amend Section 626k of the Penal Code 
of the State of California, relating to the 
sale of wild game or the dead bodies thereef. 
The people of the State of California do 
enact as follows: 

SECTION 1. Section 626k of the Penal 
Code is hereby amended to read as follows: 

626k. Every person who buys, sells, ships, 
offers, or exposes for sale, barter, trade or 
shipment, any wild game, bird, or animal, 
except rabbits and wild geese[,] protected 
by law [and] mentioned in part one, title 
fifteen, chapter one, of this code, or the 
dead body of any such game, bird, or animal, 
or any part thereof, whether taken or killed 
in the State of California or shipped into 
the State from another State, territory, or 
foreign country, is guilty of a misdemeanor 
and upon conviction thereof shall be pun- 
ished by a fine not less than twenty dollars 
nor more than five hundred dollars, or im- 
prisonment in the county jail of the county 
in which the conviction shall be had, not 
less than twenty days nor more than six 
months, or by both such fine and imprison- 
ment; and all fines and forfeitures imposed 
and collected for violation of any of the 
provisions of this section shall be paid into 
the State treasury to the credit of the fish 
and game preservation fund. [Nothing in 
this section shall be construed to prohibit 
the sale of any species of wild duck from 
the first day of November to the first day 
of December of the same year.] 


A Large Planting of Trout Fry 
SpoKANE, Wasu., April.— Five million 
trout fry will be placed in the streams of 
Spokane County this spring through the ef- 
forts of the Eastern Washington Fish and 
Game Association and County Game Warden 
R. B. Wales. 


Already abounding in game-fish, the waters 
in this section will be made the favorite ren- 
dezvous in the West for anglers. Last year 
the county streams were stocked with 942,000 
small trout, that number being a record 
up to that time. It is estimated that 
between 10 and 20 per cent of those fish 
are now alive and weigh at least a pound 
each. 

To provide for future replenishing of the 
streams the sportsmen’s association is look- 
ing about to purchase a lake in which to es- 
tablish a hatchery of such proportions as to 
provide 20,000,000 fish annually. 


Massachusetts Fish and Game League 
Starts Work 


It is with pleasure that we note that Mr. 
Wm. J. H. Nourse, of the Camp-Fire Club, 
has been appointed president of the Massa- 
chusetts Fish and Game League. We gave 
a report on the formation of this society by 
Secretary and Treasurer Joseph B. Smith, of 
Springfield, in the last issue. It now has a 
powerful board of governors representing 
every county and an efficient legislative 
council, 

Their platform is reported as follows: 

The Massachusetts Fish and Game League 
is the result of a conviction on the part of 
the fishermen and hunters in this common- 
wealth that the propagation and protection 
of fish and game will be most efficiently and 
permanently advanced if all persons inter- 
ested proceed to that end in an orderly man- 
ner and through the agency of a state-wide 
association. The members of the League 
believe that every person who is interested 
in fishing and hunting or in the protection of 
song and insectivorous birds should join in 
order to give the League the power of 
strength, resulting from a large membership 
throughout the State. 

We know that thousands of our people 
are interested in this great work, but their 
efforts have fallen short of the best attain- 
able results through lack of thorough organ- 
ization and through the misdirection of their 
energies. 

The launching of this organization is re- 
garded as an important step in the right 
direction and its progress will be watched 
with interest by all who have the cause at 
heart throughout the state. 

Applications for membership may be made 
at sportsmen’s clubs, dealers in sportsmen’s 
goods, or to John B. Smith, Secretary-Treas- 
urer, 318 Main street, Springfield. Tele- 
phone 7864. 





Tae A RE TER 


er aa 








teh EAMONN Ae 











The Sportsman’s World 311 


Unkel David’s Letter 
Dere Felde & Streme: 

[ knoe I am a bak number in a grate men- 
ny wais, but I can shoot mity strate at a ded 
rest, & if the Yoonited Staits fite with the 
Yeller Perril I ame to git me a Jap & pik 
his pokkits. In deefalt of a reel Jap I 
knoe a Chinee landry man hoo I can hit 
at the kean jump 
at fotty (40) yards, 
soe I won't be hully 
owt of meet. This 
Chinee lost mi 
Sundy shirt in the 
wash last Oggust 
& offerd to com- 
permize forakwat- 
ter. I havent sent 
mi shirt to the lan- 
dry sense. 

I am tikkeld to 
see they have 
mended the Sully- 
van Law soe a 
man hoo is the hed 
of a howse can git 
his gun owt of kold_ storidge. Mi old 
Smith & Western was sum rusty when I dug 
it owt of the seller, but a little kole oil will 
stop the lok from skweeking. I think a 
heep of the old gun becos it daits bak to the 
time I was hi sheriff in San Marcos, whitch 
is in Texas, & was the one (1) whitch they 
took off of mi boddy when the hoss theeves 
caut & hung me, & Nigger Jim cut the roap 
jest befoar I enterd the perly gaits. That 
was in the hay day of mi yooth when awl 
the world lookt brite & enny man hoom you 
met wood play a gaim of draw poaker for 
his boots agin yores. Awl that is left me 
from them deer old times is this gun & Sar 
\n, mi beluved wife, & as befoar sed, the 
s4im is awl rite but has got a little skweek 
in the akshun. 

Bootyful spring is heer as I rite. The 
appul blossums is coming down like rane 
awl over mi bawl hed & I am gitting on the 
inside of mi cote coller. The air is bammy & 
I can smell the salt watter from over the 
hill, & Sar An sets by mi side bizzy in her 
umbel way cutting the legs off a pair of over- 
hawls to maik me a baithing soot. This is 
troo roorul feelissity, & I have only pitty for 
the pore sitty man hoo don’t knoe the taist 
of dandylion greens & noo unyuns. It was 
for sutch as this that I reefoozed to be Sek- 
erterry of Stait when the Prezzydent come 
to me with teers in hiz ize. “You can have 





too (2) dais off in the weak to go fishing, 
Dave,” sais he, “& I'll have yore lunch put 
up by a dellykatessing shop.” “Not for me, 
Woodroe,” I sais. “It aint soe mutch the 
work as the peepul I wood have to assoshi- 
ate with. Them embassydores are a tuff lot 
for mixt drinks & fancy eets, & 1 knoe my 
stummik woodent stand for kavvyare, garlik 
& spuggety with Rooshun whisky & sham- 
pane on the side. Give Bill Bryun the job,” 
sais I, “You can’t find a mowth with a better 
cut for free lunch & he likes to suffer in the 
cawse of the peepul. Yore Unkel David 
preefers to reetane his shaip & grow old 
graisfully.” 

The man hoo has been preechin awl winter 
on moderrashun in spoart is now maiking 
plans to go sumwhere & ketch a bote lode of 
fish evry day for a week. Foar (4) munths 
from now his dreems will be of killing a 
duzzen dux at one (1) shot. I want Felde 
& Streme to ishoo buttons with the words 
“Mi Limmit” in the middul, and arownd the 
rim “10 fish or 5 birds a day.” I'll taik the 
first button struk off at cost prise on kreddit 

Very trulie yores, 











A..F. VYESTRAvRLT 
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Wading River—A Canoe Trip 
BY WARREN H, MILLER 

Ninety miles of swift water canoeing, 
through a wilderness of cedar swamps and 
pine uplands where there is not a single 
human habitation and only four bridges! 
That is the proposition, and it is located in 
the State of New Jersey within sixty miles 
of New York City. I took the trip this 
April and our party of eight negotiated it in 
two canoes. Not many have run Wading 
River. In my canoe was the wife and two 
children, and in the other a certain famous 
outfitter, his two children and “The Prince.” 
The latter was bowman, and came by his 
title because of his courtly ways, even when 
the Old Scout at the stern belabored him 
with naughty words, for paddling at the 
wrong time, or on the wrong side of the 
canoe, or in the wrong direction, or othere 
wise dipping in wrong. The Prince took it 
all in good part, chopped firewood, packed 
his weight in duffle and otherwise earned his 
title. As to the rest of us, the wife turned 
out the best canoeist and camp mate I ever 
shipped with, no less, even though it was her 
first experience with anything but open lake 
canoeing. For the four kids, they had the 
time of their lives. 

The trip starts at Lake Shamong near 
Chatsworth, N. J., in the holdings of the 
Woodland Country Club There is nothing at 
Chatsworth but a small village, a railroad sta- 
tion and thirty miles of pines any way you 
choose to go. There are only 120 voters in 
all this vast section. The trip is strictly a 
proposition for seasoned canoeists, with full 
equipment. There is no such thing as a farm 
house or a corner grocery for the whole 90 
miles, and it takes three days of pretty steady 
canoeing to come out at Wading River, 
N. J., where there is a roadhouse run by 
Harry Adams (who can give you first-class 
duck shooting in season and has his own 
flock of live mallard decoys). 

On the map Wading River appears to be 
about 30 miles long—a day’s trip. On the 
Coast and Geodetic survey map it meas- 
ures about the same, for the river is drawn 
in general directions, showing the cedar 
swamp borders and their width and extent 
but not detailing each separate loop of the 
river. The result is that when you come to 
actually canoe it you will be running quar- 
ter- and half-mile loops, north, northwest, 
east, south—anywhere but southeast which 
is the general trend of the river. And the 
old rule “three miles of river to one of air 
line” will be found to hold good. The wa- 
ter is clear and cedar brown, good to drink, 
and will keep forever without spoiling, due 
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to the presence of preservative cedar essence 
in it. The river runs about 6 miles an hour, 
starts not over fifteen feet wide and grad- 
ually increases to be a very respectable 
stream possibly 150 feet in width; and it is 
everywhere deep—iour to six feet of water. 

The first day you should make the open 
cranberry lake at Speedwell. It is five miles 
by the map and all of fitteen by canoe, so 
you should get the canoes in the water be- 
low the dam at Lake Shamong by twelve 
o’clock at latest. Ship canoes by express to 
Chatsworth Station and carry half a mile. 

We started the trip with a dinner at the 
Woodland Country Club, where we were 
royally treated, and so did not get started 
until after two. The Country Club is lo- 
cated in the middle of this vast pine dis- 
trict and you must get a view of it from the 
top of the Club observatory to realize what 
an empire it is. Sunset found us at least two 
hours away from Speedwell Lake (the place 
is nothing but a name and some abandoned 
cranberry packing sheds) so we made camp 
on the first likely dry bank. 

We had an aluminum cooking outfit for 
eight, two side-opening grub bags, folding 
baker, snow tent for the ladies, a 6 x 10-foot 
green fiy for Prince and the Old Scout, and 
the Forester tent for The Forester and the 
two boys. 

From Lake Shamong to this point the 
river is full of down trees, relics of washed 
out bridges and cedar swamps, the latter 
surpassingly beautiful. The great walls of 
green cedars backed by pine remind one of 
the spruce and tamarack swamps of the 
Adirondacks. There is lots of game in this 
country but we saw very little sign of it 
along the river. The river itself was excit- 
ing and adventuresome enough to keep every- 
body pleased and interested. 

Next morning we got under way amid 
clouds of black flies, which are out in full 
force here in April, but they soon left us 
and the canoeing was superb. Found a dam 
and cross ditch about 10 A. M., portaged 
it and were soon in Speedwell Lake with its 
high, sandy, pine-clad banks. Here’s where 
we should have camped, as no black flies at 
all were in evidence. Lunch. Got under 
way about 1.30 and ran on down the river. 
About three o’clock we noted the iron stack 
of a sawmill showing above the cedars, and, 
as a deep swift branch of the river ran 
that way, we took it thinking it to be the 
main branch. We should have kept to the 
left in the backwater and hunted for the 
main branch, for the one we took got nar- 
rower and deeper and was chock full of 
down trees. Each one required that the 
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ladies and kidlets get out and stand in rows 
on the tree trunks, with six feet of cold 
water racing underneath, while the men 
hoisted the loaded canoes bodily over the 
trunks. We named the place Misery Creek, 
and, after an hour and a half of hard 
work, got out into the main river again. 
Made camp at five on a low brushy scrub 
oak ridge. The black flies were very bad 
here, both at dusk and at sunrise. Only 
four canoe miles further on was the high 
ridge of Stormy Hill, rising sheer above 
Wading River and here we should have 
camped if it were not for the delays of 
Misery Creek. As it was we passed it about 
10.30 the next day. This last day was the 
best canoeing of all, the river wide and 
beautiful and game beginning to be seen. 
We made the wide lake above the tidewater 
bridge at Wading River and camped on a 
bluff on the southeast shore. First signs 
of human habitations—a few summer cot- 
tages on the banks of the lake and a Phila- 
delphia gun ciub’s building, conspicuous on 
the east bank. The lake had several flocks 
of mallard and black ducks using here and 
there in it, and there were plenty of lily 
pads—good pike and pickerel waters. We 
heard from the natives that such experi- 
enced canceists as Mr. Borton haul out here 
and team it, either to Tuckerton or Egg 
Harbor where one hits the rails again. As 
a northwest gale was blowing, we decided 
to cut out the twenty-six miles of open salt 
water canoeing from Wading River to 
Tuckerton and so hired a team from Harry 
Adams and the party walked nine miles 
along a magnificent country road to Tucker- 
ton. Adams says that the ducking is fine 
at Wading River in the fall and he is al- 
ways glad to accommodate sportsmen. 

Camped in a wooded patch a few miles 
out of Tuckerton while the team went on 
in with the canoes and delivered them at 
the freight station. We had plenty of ice 
in the pails that night but no black flies, 
nor were there any at Wading River bridge. 
They infest only the low banks and ridges 
in swampy parts of the river. 

Hired a team next day from Farmer Steck, 
to whom we were also indebted for permis- 
sion to camp, and were soon in the cars 
for home. A good trip; a pretty trip. It 
takes four days. 

I learned from the natives that the mos- 
quitoes are gone after the first heavy frosts 
in late September and early October. No 
pests again until black fly season in April. 
I suggest November, December and January 
as the best months for a combined shooting 
and canoeing trip. 


Wants Information on Maine Canoe Trip 
Editor, FirL>D AND STREAM: 
Dear Sir: 

Will you, through the columns of your 
worthy paper, ask your readers who have 
made the canoe trip in Maine from North- 
west Carry, Moosehead Lake, through the St. 
John River to Fort Kent, to give me some 
information regarding the waters passed 
through, the carries, camping spots and fish- 
ing. 

I want to make this trip during August 
of this year. 

I have enjoyed reading FIELD AND STREAM 
for over ten years, and do not remember 
seeing any information in it regarding the 
St. John River trip. 

Thanking you in advance, I am, 

Yours very truly, 

N. Y¥; Cay. J. S. CAMPBELI 

Likes the F. & S. Bait Casting Rod 
Editor FreELD AND STREAM: 

Mr. Bander, my chum and fishing partner, 
has shown me his casting rod he received 
with his renewal. Can I also get one by 
placing same with you. If so, let me know 
by return mail and I will remit check. | 
have seen the rod and it is a dandy. I also 
await each issue with interest, and usually 
Sunday is my day to read it. The story by 
Zane Grey, “Riders of the Purple Sage,” is 
certainly a dandy serial. Your ads also have 
given me a chance to secure some dandy 
dry flies, which, however, as yet I have not 
had the opportunity to try. Awaiting your 
reply, Yours truly, 

Ovtver P. SerFAss. 


Mr. O. P. Serfass: 

We are in receipt of your letter of April 
27th relative to the rod which you say Mr. 
Bander received in connection with his re 
newal to Fietp AND STREAM, and in which 
you also inquire as to whether we could send 
you one of these as well. 

In reply we beg to state that we would be 
very glad to send you one of these rods, also 
FIELD AND STREAM for one year, on receipt of 
your check for $1.75. This, of course, you 
understand is a special offer we are making 

We have read with interest and pleasure 
the rest of your letter, which has a bearing 
both on the enjoyment you derive from read 
ing FIELD AND STREAM and the fact that the 
advertising pages of our magazine assisted 
you in securing such dandy dry flies. We 
trust it will continue to stand as high in your 
estimation as it apparently does and assure 
you we will do everything to have it merit 
the same. Subscription Department 























EDITED BY HOWARD S. HADDEN 


Report of the Conservation Committee 
for May, 1913 
My Dear HADDEN: 

I. It is with extreme regret that I must 
report that on the 17th instant Governor 
Sulzer vetoed the Camp-lire Club Forestry 
measure. He has indicated as yet no rea- 
son for his veto except an omnibus state- 
ment under which a score of bills received 
like treatment. I am enclosing an editorial 
which will give you something to work on 
if you desire to write the matter up. The 
Forestry Committee is, however, not dis- 
couraged and has already laid its plans for 
a vigorous campaign during the next session 
of the Legislature, and believe that in the 
end its programme will meet with success 
in spite of the present check. 

II. On or about the 20th instant, Gover- 
nor Sulzer signed the Sanner bill which pro- 
vides for a closed season of five years for 
quail throughout the State with the excep- 
tion of Long Island. This closed season 
was particularly a Camp-Fire measure. The 
movement was inaugurated early last Sum- 
mer by the filing of petitions for a closed 
season with the Conservation Commission. 
Amongst the names of the petitioners were 
William T. Hornaday, A. B. Hepburn, How- 
ard R. Bayne, William Church Osborn, 
Henry Fairfield Osborn, George A. Blauvelt 
and a host of others. Quails have almost 
disappeared in the Southern and Western 
parts of the State where formerly they were 
plentiful; this should give them a chance 
to once more obtain a footing. 

III. From figures obtained from the Chief 
Game Protector of the State, the Conserva- 
tion Commission is to be most sincerely 
congratulated upon the effective work done 
by its protective force throughout the last 
year. The department’s receipts, from all 
sources, up to March 31, 1913, were ap- 
proximately $217,000. Of this amount hunt- 
ing licenses contributed $151,000, tagging of 
game $20,830, fines and penalties $32,812. The 
total receipts for the year 1912 were $256,- 
000. As the fiscal year runs from Septem- 
ber to September, the receipts under the pres- 
ent commission, with five months still to 


be heard from, are but $40,000 less than the 
total receipts for the year 1912. 
Cordially yours, 
MARSHALL McLean, Chairman. 





Camp-Fire Club Annual Encampment 

Will be held this year at Pompton Plains, 
N. J., June 11th, 12th, 13th and 14th. Full 
eschedule of events provided for: Rifle 
stunts, trap shooting, “Quail” shoot, revolver 
matches, bow and arrow, tomahawk, lariat, 
horsepacking, bait and fly casting, canoeing, 
swimming and cooking contests. Full report 
of the outing will appear in FieLp AND 
STREAM for August. Every member is ex- 
pected to be present and to do his duty or 
die in the attempt. 





Awakening Interest in Conservation 

The recent floods may be said to have 
brought one good result in stirring up a fresh 
discussion of the problems of conservation. 
The tone of comment and correspondence in 
the press can hardly be said to show marked 
confidence in the saving and building up of 
our natural resources. All the agencies at 
work appear to be destructive. As the hope 
for constructive results depends on an organ- 
ized and systematic campaign, it is worth 
noting that a large number of clubs are al- 
ready in the field, whose existence is based 
upon the life of the forest. They include 
hunting and fishing clubs and a variety of 
similar combinations of sportsmen, as well as 
organizations for express purposes of con- 
servation, like the Audubon societies, the zo- 
ological societies and associations for the 
propagation of game and the preservation of 
forests. In the State of New York alone the 
total membership counts up to some fifty 
thousand voters. They are getting together 
and making themselves heard in the policies 
of legislation. Their motives on the surface 
are for the protection of their own interests, 
but a force of active workers has developed 
who are giving time and effort at much per- 
sonal sacrifice to causes which are solely in 
the public interest and largely for the benefit 
of generations in the future. 
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Mr. Askins Takes a Hand 


Editor, FieL>D AND STREAM: 

Ordinarily I don’t like to reply to criti- 
cisms of anything I may have written. One 
thing I don’t like is the sardonic grin of 
the editor, who is in the position of the big 
boy who has induced two little cusses to 
fight for his personal amusement. However, 
through courtesy, not wishing to occupy the 
position of the prizefighter who says to his 
rivals, “Go get a ‘rep’ before I notice you,” 
I shall give brief attention to the charges 
against me. 

I must express honest regret at having 
been the means of discouraging Mr. Cross- 
man when he fully meant to buy a 28-bore 
gun. My regret is the more acute, since I 
believe the 28 is the one gun perfectly adapt- 
ed to Mr. Crossman—being narrow of gauge, 
a featherweight, and lightly charged. 

It is rather flattering, though, to have had 
so much influence with a man of positive 
convictions like Mr. Crossman. Seeing that 
I have succeeded only too well, though un- 
intentionally, in this last instance, I have 
another bit of advice for him: Discard the 
Ross rifle and try the 25 Newton-Savage 
high-power. 

Now for my old friend Barnes. I didn’t 
influence him; nobody could make S. D. 
Barnes do anything. One time, down in 
Texas, they were going to elect Mr. Barnes 
to Congress, whether or no. At first he 
regarded the matter cheerfully, and then he 
got to studying about it. “Why, these peo- 
ple were going to make him go. Make S. D. 
Barnes do a thing whether he wanted to or 
not—he’d see ’em in hell first!” The next 
thing, S. D. Barnes was in Arkansas in a 
lumber camp. 

Of course, the .28 is a satisfactory weapon 
in the hands of such a shot as Mr. Barnes— 
any kind of a gun would be, for in all my 
many shooting trips with him, I have never 
yet seen him miss a bird. Once, down in 
Arkansas, he missed a deer, running through 
the heavy timber, at 300 yards. Of course, 
we laughed at him, and he explained that in 
order to hit the beast he had to lead it 32% 
feet, and just that far ahead was a tree—he 


hit the tree. We wouldn’t accept the excuse, 
and just to show us that he could still shoot 
some, he took his old 45-90 Winchester and, 
going out behind the cabin to where there 
was a bevy of quail, killed three birds in 
succession as fast as they arose, knocking 
them to smithereens with hollow-pointed 
bullets. 

1 submit the matter to readers of FIELD 
AND STREAM—would it be well to accept 
the judgment of such a shot as Mr. Barnes, 
basing his conclusions as he does on his own 
personal experience? I doubt if he has ever 
lost a single bird that he killed with the little 
gun, but what would the average man do? 

There is one thing about Mr. Barnes past 
logical explanation. He is fond of the lit- 
tle sprite of a shotgun, but roars aloud at 
the mere mention of an Imp. rifle. Let me 
advise him, though in seeming I may be tak- 
ing sides with Mr. Crossman in that rifle 
controversy, that a new use has been found 
for the .22 Imp. Charlie Cottar took one of 
them to East Africa and it is serving him 
well. Charlie says that whenever a buck 
rhino gets “sassy,” hoists its tail and lowers 
its head, he takes the Imp. and “burns” the 
“histed” tail. The rhino wiggles its tail and 
whirls around to see what is the matter. 
Tail still hurts! It wiggles again and whirls 
some more. Tail still hurts! Then away 
goes the big fellow over trees and saplings, 
as hard as the devil can send him, until he 
is lost in a cloud of dust. Not even a 600- 
900 Jeffery can make an old he rhino wiggle 
like that, so I conclude that the .22 Imp. is 
some gun. 

Speaking of Charlie Cottar, at last ac- 
counts he had killed every species of game 
found in East Africa, with the exception of 
lions and elephants, with a .32 Winchester 
Special. The buffalo bull he secured is said 
to be the record head for the African conti- 
nent, the animal having a 45'%-inch spread 
of horns and weighing 1,800 pounds. His 
carefully selected eland weighed 1,500 
pounds. Mr. Cottar fully means to kill both 
lions and elephants with the little gun also, 
and hasn’t the least doubt of its proving 
amply powerful for the work. 

Mr. Cottar says that rhinos are not so 





316 


dangerous as an old razor-back sow with 
young pigs, and he means to shoot his lions 
by moonlight, so as not to take undue ad- 
vantage of the old critters. 
Ames, Okla. CHARLES ASKINS. 


How About the .401? 


Editor, FigLD AND STREAM: 

Being something of a “nut” on rifles, their 
caliber, cartridges, etc., as well as a “news- 
stand” subscriber to your magazine, I take 
the liberty of asking you, or your readers 
through the “Shotgun and Rifle” columns, 
what position is generally awarded to self- 
loading .401 Winchester as a big game rifle 
among those who chose the infant 
defense breed in preference to the bean flip- 
per, small-bore tribe. 

I have had my share of success with vari- 
30-30 class when used upon 


coast 


ous arms of the 
deer, but out of consideration for the “big 
one” which got away I have promoted my- 
self to the big bore family and provided 
myself with a .401 on general principles. 

One authority places 200 and 250 gr. blunt- 
nose bullets, regularly furnished in cartridges 
for this arm, in the back seat owing to its 
lack of accuracy and smashing power 
at the longer experimental 
purposes I have made up some of the Spitzer 
type weighing 325 gr. Of course, it will be 
understood that with their greater length 
they will not work in the clip, but I find that 
as a single loader they chamber beautifully. 
Although I have as yet been unable to give 
them a thorough test, they look good to 
me and I have hopes. 

He who tries them in his rifle for the 
first time doubtless will without difficulty 
recognize a slight resemblance in its recoil 
to the kick of a healthy vearlin’ mule, but 
my idea is that if a man is unable to stand 
up under a little recoil he will find himself 
unable to stand up under a man-sized hike 
to the hills and woods where the “big ones” 
grow. 

Personally I would rather carry a bruised 
shoulder for a week than to let my game 
get away to die a lingering death from a 
wound at the hands of a .30 when he would 
have thrown up the sponge to a .40 without 
protest. 


Ot course, 


range, 


ranges, so for 


) 


I realize that this is largely a 


matter of personal choice, but I would ap- 
preciate some other fellow’s opinion none the 
less. 
What do you think? 
Very truly yours, 
Havre, Mont. 


W. E. Pacxaro. 
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And the .33? 

In the various articles on rifles in liELD 
AND STREAM, I do not remember ever to have 
seen any mention of the .33. Having used 
one a good deal, and being very well satisfied 
with its performances, I want to give my ex- 
perience for the benefit of others. 

For any big game on this continent, unless 
it be grizzlies, I believe it is plenty strong 
enough, while it has some advantages over 
many other guns. 

I have shot moose, elk, caribou, pronghorns 
and deer with it, while a hunting companion 
has shot a black bear. In nearly every in- 
stance death has been almost instantaneous 
In only two instances did a wounded animal 
go any distance. One was that of a prong- 
horn with a broken leg, curiously enough hit 
tyice in the same leg while running, a good 
distance off. He soon lay down, and by a 
little careful stalking in the sage brush was 
easily secured. This was clearly not the fault 
of the gun. 

The other was a caribou, which had his 
hind leg smashed near the hip joint, and was 
tracked by the blood, and found when nearly 
dead. Any less powerful gun would not 
have done sufficient damage to have insured 
his death, and might have allowed of his 
escape. 

In every other case death was almost im 
mediate. This includes a pronghorn dropped 
in his tracks at nearly five hundred yards 
(lucky shot) while standing, the bullet going 
completely through his body from chest to 
rump. Also a moose shot through the heart 
at 325 yards distance). I have 
shot, or seen shot, three elk, each one came 
down very quickly; three deer dropped in 
their tracks; nine caribou, them 
with one shot each, one at 300 yards; four 
moose, all dropped in their tracks. Some of 
these were fairly long shots. 

I do not need to quote more, though I 
could do so, because this seems enough. I 
do not believe any gun could give a better or 
more satisfactory record. 

The gun is safe, never gets out of order, 
is reasonably light, and moderate in price. 
The bullet weighs 200 grains, and the muzzle 
velocity is 2,056 feet. The trajectory is flat 
enough, so that I never have raised my 
rearsight, even at 500 yards, simply draw- 
ing a coarser bead. 

It is accurate, as shown by target prac- 
tice, and the recoil is not enough to be 
noticeable. Moreover, it is a takedown. 

The .33 for me every time for big game. 

Chicago, Ills. 
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Sixty-eight Miles An Hour 
On a Harley-Davidson 


N buying a motorcycle there are five prime points to be considered. 
They are Speed, Economy, Comfort, Reliability and Durability. 
The Harley-Davidson has these qualities to a greater degree than 


any other motorcycle made. 


Speed 
In the Bakersfield, California Road Race, 
Frank Lightner’s stock Harley-Davidson 
(the kind youcan buy—nota special racing 
machine) attained a speed of 68 miles 
an hour. 


Economy 


The Harley-Davidson holds the World’s 
Official Record for economy. 


Comfort 


The Harley-Davidson is the only motor- 
cycle which incorporates the Full-Floteing 
Seat and Free Wheel Control. The Ful- 
Floteing Seat places 14” of concealed 
compressed springs between the rider and 
the bumps. The Free Wheel Control 
permits the starting and stopping of the 


Here’s the proof: 


machine without the tiresome pedaling or 
running alongside common with the ordi- 
nary motorcycle. 


Reliability 


The Harley-Davidson is the only machine 
which has ever been awarded a diamond 
medal and a thousand’ plus five score in 
an endurance contest. The plus five score 
was for its super-excellent performance. 
These awards were made by the National 
Federation of American Motorcyclists. 


Durability 


The first Harley-Davidson made, over 
eleven years ago, has covered now over 
one hundred thousand miles and is still 
giving satisfaction today, retaining even 
its original bearings. 


Seven departments of the United States Government use a total of 


nearly 4000 of these machines. 


This in itself is proof of its superiority. 


If you want a machine that will give and 


continue to give entire satisfaction from every point of view we would suggest that 
ryou call on our local dealer for demonstration or write for catalog. 


HARLEY-DAVIDSON MOTOR COMPANY 


PRODUCERS OF HIGH GRADE MOTORCYCLES FOR OVER ELEVEN YEARS 


321 B Street 


MILWAUKEE, WISCONSIN 
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FOUR PINACATE SHEEP WITH THE .22 HI-POWER 


Editor, Fittp AND STREAM: 
Dear Sir: 

Ever since its first appearance I have no- 
ticed there has been a good deal or interest- 
ing discussion in your columns regarding the 
merits and demerits of the Savage .22 H. P. 

However, most of these communications 
seem to emanate from brother sportsmen who 
have had comparatively little opportunity of 
testing this littlhe gun on game; usually the 
writers have killed one or two, or perhaps 
at the most three animals with their new 
rifle. So I thought it might interest your 
readers to hear my experiences with this 
gun, as including such animals as Mexican 
wild hogs (peccaries) and coyotes I have 
bagged about fifty head of game with my .22 
H. P. since | first purchased one out of cu- 
riosity about a year and a half ago. 

As I have a summer home in British Co- 
lumbia and am interested in mining in old 
Mexico, where | put in the greater part of 
the winter, I spend most of my time in lo- 
calities where game of many kinds is still 
plentiful and used largely for meat. The 
.22 has far exceeded my expectations. In 
the first place, I can shoot it better than any 
rifle I have ever owned, and | have owned 
all kinds; but this I rather expected on ac- 
count of the flat trajectory and the almost 
total absence of recoil. But I did not think 
that the little light bullet would prove as 
effective as it has in my quite varied experi- 
ence with it. 

Although I have never tried this rifle on 
any real large game, such as grizzly or moose, 
the following is a list of game that I have 
killed with it, partly in British Columbia, 
but mostly in Sonora, Mexico: One black 
bear, two panthers, ten mule deer bucks, five 
white tail bucks, seven bighorn rams, five pec- 
caries and about twenty coyotes. To the 
best of my knowledge I have only lost two 
head which I hit, one was a mule deer buck 
which I hit three times at fairly close range, 


but which kept on going although he bled 
profusely. Oncoming darkness prevented 
me from following this deer as far as I 
would have liked and the next morning we 
broke camp. The other was a large ram who 
after being knocked cleaniy down, and lying 
apparently dead, got up when unobserved anu 
supped away. but I probably would have 
found this ram if | had not been so very busy 
at the time with some others which I did get. 
This happened on a trip from which | just 
returned a few days ago, to Pinacate Moun- 
tain at the head of the Gulf of Calitormia, 
on the Sonora side. 1 was only on the moun- 
tain four days, but succeeded 1n getting a nice 
collection of heads of the Desert sheep. This 
is the same mountain that was visited by 
Professor Hornaday some years ago. On 
this trip I had the unusual experience which 
might not happen again in a lifetime of run- 
ning into a band of seventeen old rams. I 
enclose a picture of the heads of four of 
these rams. The band was about 150 yards 
away and sharply down hill from me. A\l- 
though I tried to allow for the down hill, | 
only grazed a ram’s back with the first shot, 
the band then started to run and | knocked 
down five with the next five shots of the lit- 
tle .22, although I subsequently lost one of 
these as stated above. Two of these rams 
dropped stonedead at the first shot, while 
two needed a finishing shot, but the furthest 
one did not go over 175 yards from where 
he was first hit. One bullet went through a 
ram’s neck, breaking it and then pierced the 
small end of his horn. This is one of the 
few times in my experience with the .22 that 
the small bullet has gone through an animal. 
Usually I cannot find the bullet at all, only 
small bits of it. In my experience this bullet 
lacerates soft tissue very badly but is gen- 
erally stopped by a large bone; nevertheless 
it seems to bring home the bacon. 

So I for one shall continue to use this lit- 
tle .22 on all ordinary sized game, although 
when I hunt grizzly I shall stick to one of 
my larger guns. 

On the other hand, my hunting companion 
on my recent trip, being full of admiration 
at the way the .22 performed on those rams, 
borrowed it from me the next day, leaving 
his trusty .30-40 in camp. I gave him about 
thirty shells. He was gone all day and re- 
turned at dark with a long face and a very 
small ram’s head and all out of ammunition. 
He never went into detail about his experi- 
ences, but when I asked him whether he had 
seen many sheep he answered, “I saw over 
fifty sheep, lots of them big rams, but I can- 
not kill them with that pea shooter.” So 
there you are, and you have the crux of the 
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| WINCHESTER 


‘ 
; . Tra sd and “P eon’’ Grade 20 Gauge Shotguns 
P g ; 


The Winchester Model 1912, 20 gauge, repeating shotgun, is now made in 
“Trap” and “Pigeon” grades. It was almost like painting the lily to attempt 
to improve the looks of this model with its shapely outline 
and beautiful finish, but in the two new grades now 
offered, the Winchester craftsmen have produced 
the most beautiful repeaters ever made. 
The reproductions and speci- 

fications tell their 
own story, 



















“Trap” Grade 


List Price $55.00 


SPECIFICATIONS: 20 Gauge, 
25-inch Nickel Steel full choked barrel, 
with handsome matted rib, chambered for 214 
inch shells. Selected fancy walnut, hand-made, oil- 
finished stock, with either straight or pistol grip, checked, 
and checked rubber butt plate. Action slide handle of fancy 
walnut, oil-finished and checked. The standard style of stock 
has straight grip and the following dimensions: Length 
1334 inches, drop at comb 1% inch, drop at heel 2'< inches. 

The comb is heavy and rounding. As the stock is 
hand-made, any length or drop desired will be furnished 
without extra charge; but in the absence of specifications, 
standard stocks as above will be supplied. Weight of 
k gun about 614 pounds. 









ARE 


“Pigeon” Crade 


List Price $105.00 


SPECIFICATIONS: The specifications 
of the ‘‘ Pigeon’’ grade shotgun are the same 
as the ‘‘Trap,’’ the only difference being that the 

receiver of the ‘‘Pigeon’’ grade gun is elaborately 
engraved and considerable‘ extra hand work is put upon 
the gun. 
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When specified, cylinder bore or modified choke bore barrels will 
-be furnished without extra charge. 


Ask your dealer to show you one of these guns, or send to the Winchester 
Repeating Arms Co., New Haven, Ct., for a circular describing them. They are 


HAMMERLESS, LIGHT, STRONG AND BEAUTIFUL 
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whole controversy in a nutshell. It takes dif- 
ferent guns to satisfy different tastes, and 
that is the reason American manufacturers 
must turn out so many different calibers, 
when in my opinion, for instance, about three 
would answer all purposes. 

1141 Spruce street, U. I*. BENDER. 

San Diego, Cal. 


A New .25 Ca:iber R. F. Repeater 

You, of course, know that there has been 
for many years a persistent call for a first- 
class repeating rifle to use the .25 rim-fire 
cartridge. We note just such an inquiry in 
the current issue of Outdoor Life, and have 
no doubt that you frequently receive simi- 
lar letters. 

It will accordingly be of interest to all 
shooters to learn that we are nearly ready 
to place on the market our new .25 caliber 
rim-fire repeating rifle in our Model 27 
pump-action type of repeater. It makes a 
mighty fine rifle for general purpose shoot- 
ing, for it is twice as powerful as any .22 
R. F., and the ammunition is very cheap. 

Of course, we know that you do not care 
to use anything in the way of a direct write- 
up—but as this is a long-desired gun and the 
only repeater of this calibre now in the 
market we think it probable that you might 
wish to mention it. 

Full information concerning this rifle will 
be sent any of your readers upon application. 
New Haven, Conn. J. F. Moran. 

The Marlin Firearms Co., 

Crossman Pleads Not Guilty 
Editor, FIELD AND STREAM: 

Some of us seem to be advertised by our 
loving friends nearly as assiduously as that 
pair of fat babies that stand for the virtues 
of a certain infant food. 

I find a gentleman in your May issue stat- 
ing that he read somewhere that I could hit 
an antelope at 1,500 yards every other shot, 
and desiring to ask whether or not I used 
salted bullets. 

Now I’ve no objection to anybody, even 
the person whose motto is stated by Gilman 
to be “Verbosity, not veracity,” stating that 
I can hit an antelope at any range with any 
number of shots—provided I’m not called on 
to turn the trick. 

I do object to anybody stating that I ever 
said I ever shot an antelope in my life, worse 
luck, that I ever shot at anything, even a 
paper target, at 1,500 yards, and last but not 
least that I ever shot at anything in the game 
line at 1,500 yards. 

Statements of the sort proceed from the 
one source and that was aptly sized up by 


320 Field and Stream 


“ 


Gilman after he had read some four bushels 
of articles by the same gentleman—‘Ver- 
bosity, not veracity.” 

] regret to state that up to last year my 
looks, not to say shots, had been conhned to 
moose, caribou, deer, bear and mountain 
sheep so far as the wilds are concerned, and 
that I had not even seen one of the poo: 
beasts that were alleged to have died before 
my fire at 1,500 yards. 

Inasmuch—using the favorite hand-picked 
language of the “\ erbosity” gentieman—inas- 
much as | have not killed an antelope at 
1,500 yards, have not killed an antelope at 
all, had not seen an antelope up to last 
fall, have never fired at anything at longer 
range than 1,200 yards, therefore the person 
that stated that 1 shot antelope at 1,500 yards 
is—well, under considerable mental aberra- 
yon 

Also inasmuch as | have never stated any- 
where, at any time, in any language, Amer- 
ican, English, legal, verbose or profane, that 
I have ever seen, shot at, or seen shot at an 
antelope at any range, 1,500 yards or any 
other, therefore anyone who puts such state- 
ments into my mouth has small basis of fact 
to go on. 

If the gentleman writing in the May issue, 
and who has evidently been taken in by some 
of the fiction of the verbose party, desires 
still further entertainment in the fiction line, 
he can find it on page 52 of August, 1912, 
Sporting Goods Dealer, where he will learn 
from the same source that 95 per cent of 
all the rifles sold in this country outside of 
the .22’s are sold for the sole purpose of 
killing woodchucks. 

Los Angeles, Cal. E. C. CrossMAN. 

A Large Rainbow Trout 
[:ditor FIELD AND STREAM: 

Gentlemen: Must tell you of the rainbow 
trout caught in Big Wood River by Mrs. 
Charles Lilyd, of Bellview, Idaho, who gave 
it to Senator Coates. The Senator gave it 
to Mr. Joal Preist, immigration agent of the 
Oregon Short Line Railway Company, who 
put it in the show window of the Carlson 
Lusk Hardware Company. 

The fish weighed 12 pounds and 2 ounces, 
dressed; caught on 5-ounce rod (so the card 
on fish stated), but I do not know what lure 
used or what rod, but am afraid it was a 
bamboo pole, heavy line and a sturgeon hook 
with a bullhead on it for bait. 

I am positive the fish was 311% inches long. 
The rest I copied from card on fish. Caught 
about December 1, 1912. 

Respectfully, 


Boise, Idaho. C. E. HecKMAN. 
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A Target Grinder— 


That's what an enthusiast called the Stevens No. 
520—a “Target Grinder”! That’s just what it is 
the quickest, snappiest, 6-shot Repeater on the 
market today. 


The Stevens No. 520 has remarkable penetration. 
That's why it’s called a “Target Grinder.” 

It is so neatly balanced that it is often called a 
“Natural Pointer.” 





Take a “Natural Pointer” and a “Target Grinder” j 
and you will have two of the principal features that H 
have made the Stevens 6-shot Repeating Shot-gun ' 
the most popular gun of its kind in the world. 

. 
1 

Send today for our fully illustrated general cata- i 
logue describing the Stevens Shot-guns, Rifles, i 
Pistols and Rifle Telescopes. { 

We also issue special catalogues devoted to our : 
Rifles and Shot-guns. f 
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J. STEVENS ARMS & TOOL COMPANY 


LARGEST MAKERS SPORTING FIREARMS IN THE WORLD 


171 MAIN STREET, CHICOPEE FALLS, MASS. 
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Live vs. Artificial Bait 

when each one of 
varnish- 
ferrules, 


time has arrived 
has not already 
tightening the 


The 
us that 
ing his 


done so is 
casting rod, 


or repairing here or there a broken winding 


if need be, anticipating a pleasant season on 
our favorite lake—where “Mr. Bass” lies 
just in front of yonder cat tails or beneath 
that cluster of pond lily 
shore; but, while we have given the best of 
attention to our “Favorite Casting Rod,” 


leay es, close in- 


what thought have we given to the baits we* 


are to use? 

Are we to use the live minnow and pass 
the hook through his gills, hook it through 
his back, cast him out as if he had no feel- 
ings and think it fine sport, or are we to 
hook the live frog through the lips, while 
he kicks and struggles and grasps at the 
cruel hook with his fore legs, which seem 
almost like human hands. 

No, friend angler, neither of these in place 
of the live minnow; let us use the artificial 
one which under most conditions will give 
us as good or better results and is far 
pleasanter to use, and in place of the live 
frog let us use any one of the celebrated 
surface water baits, a piece of salt pork, 
or the floating imitation frog, any 
which will give us good results and we have 
the pleasure of knowing we are not tortur- 
ing a live frog or minnow. 

I trust the readers of FIELD AND STREAM 
that enjoy bait casting and read this will 
join with me in thinking the same as I do. 

Oswego, N. Y. MANLEY KERFIEN. 

R. D. No. 4. 
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A Prize Fishing Contest Suggesticn 
Editor, FIELD AND STREAM: 

I have a suggestion to make in reference 
to your Prize Fish Contest which I believe 
will be of great value to you, in that it will 
accentuate and keep up interest in the com- 
petition. I suggest that you give to each and 
every prize winner a certificate with winner’s 
name, the class of prize, date, etc., filled in. 
It seems to me a certificate copied after the 
honor certificate of the Camp Fire Club of 
America would be just the thing. These cer- 
tificates could be framed by the winners and 
hung on their walls as trephies and memen- 


As it stands 
two years 
show for 


toes of their past angling skill. 
at present, the winners of one or 
past have absolutely no record to 
their achievements other than the 
forth in your “Angler’s Guide.” This has 
been brought very forcibly to my attention, 
as I made the statement to the effect that I 
won fourth prize in the August Pike Class 
two years ago with a fish weighing 11 
pounds, which was absolutely true, but this 
gentleman could not be made to believe my 
statement. Now, had I a certificate to show 
him, it would have ended the controversy. 
If you found it was necessary to make a 
charge for these certificates, | am sure that 
you would find no difficulty in collecting, as 
90 per cent of the anglers would be very glad 
to have such a certificate hung in their dens, 
and it would undoubtedly be a matter of 
pride with them as to the number of such 
certificates they could secure. 

May I ask that you give the 
your careful consideration and advise me at 
your convenience as to your conclusion on 
the subject. If you have any doubts, remem- 
ber that I look at this matter from the an- 
gler’s viewpoint, which viewpoint it is almost 
impossible for you to assume. Trusting to 
hear favorably from you in regard to the 
above, I remain 

Yours very truly, 
W. P. PatTrerson. 

I have heard several anglers give ex- 
to this. 


record set 


above matter 


PS. 
pression to ideas somewhat similar 


Asbury Park Casting Tournament 


I:ditor, FIELD AND STREAM: 

The seventh annual casting tournament of 
the Asbury Park Fishing Club will be held 
on Saturday, August 2, 1913, at the corner 
of Eighth and Park Asbury Park, 
N. J., from 8 a. m. to 6 p. m. 

The committee has decided on the 
ing programme: 

Event No. 1—The best 
(5) casts in a lane thirty (30) feet in width, 
with a three (3) ounce lead, for club mem- 
bers only. Event No. 2—The best average 
of five (5) casts in a lane thirty (30) feet in 
width, with a four (4) ounce lead, for club 
members only. Event No. 3—Three (3) casts 
at a stake 140 feet from the starting line, 


avenues, 
follow- 


average for five 








EAGLE GRADE 


Price with two triggers $115. 
W ith Automatic Ejector $/ 26. 
With Hunter One - Trigger 
$/40. With Hunter One- 
Trigger and Automatic 
Ejector $151. Hand- 

somely engraved. 





The Thing You 
Need to Know 
About a Shotgun 








OU need to know this one vital thing, i.e.: That your shotgun 

will not go wrong at the unexpected moment, to cheat your game 
bag, or spoil your long-planned, costly hunting tip—through some short- 
coming inherent in the gun. 


How can you know this? By knowing the proof of “6 Times 23 
Years’ Experience"—the 23 solid years of study, experiment, inventions, 
and minutely careful workmanship of six gun experts to eliminate all shot- 
gun failings—big and little. 


This proof is in the 1913 “Re-Designed” L. C. Smith Guns, the famous 


guns with 


Examine Smith Guns at your dealer's and note how the exasperating prob- 
lems in gun-making have been overcome by the long persistency of the makers. 

For instance, see how the old trouble of inaccessible working parts has been gotten rid 
of by the ingeniously simple Smith One-Screw Access. Note how the danger of lost aim 
from fumbling is impossible with the famously successful Hunter One-Trigger. See how 
shooting loose is absolutely overcome now that you have the Smith Rotary Bolt, etc. 

And see more. See the striking beauty of engraving, embellishment, finish and design 
—beauty that is new! No other shotgun makers have yet attempted to carry such beauty 
through their entire line. 

Call on your dealer today. If he doesn’t keep Smith Guns, then don’t fail to write us 
for new Smith Gun Book, full of valuable information and showing colored plates of hand- 
some Smith Guns from $25 to $1000 net. Write a post card for it now—before you lay 
aside this magazine. 


L. C. SMITH GUNS 


**6 Times 23 Years’ Experience’’ 


HUNTER ARMS COMPANY, 773 HUBBARD STREET, FULTON, NEW YORK 




















































For the long trail, morning, or 
“cross country’’—Cutter Boots. 


For the grief of grinding rocks, 
for the sop of the soggy swamp, 
or the joy of the springy turf— 
Cutter Boots. 


For the red-blooded man in the 
northern woods, western prairie 
or southern bog—Cutter Boots. 


For all-around comfort, service 
and dryness— 


Cutter Boots 


Only the most painstaking hand 
labor touches them. And only 
the choicest middle section of 
tough, Chrome Tan hides goes 
into them. Easy as an Indian 
moccasin, tough as an Army 
“brogan”—no finer sporting 
boot can be made than the 
Cutter. Better send—today— 
for our book; for more informa- 
tion about this and other famous 
Cutter boots. They’re worth 
knowing all about. For sale by 
dealers in sporting goods. 


A. A. Cutter Co. 


Cutter Bldg., Eau Claire, Wis. 
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HY not enjoy 200 per cent of 

your outing pleasure — un- 

spoiled by the fuss and bother 
of cooking? 

Just take along a generous box of 
Heinz Pure Foods. They’re ready 
prepared. 
But they 
have the 
real fresh 
flavor. Good sturdy foods to satisfy 
lusty, outdoor appetites — and tempt- 
ing delicacies to top off every feast. 

No outing kit is complete without 
Heinz Baked Beans—baked to per- 


Heinz 57 Varieties 





The Welseme Sen 
of “Eats” 


Heinz 
Spaghetti (Real Italian Style)—a new 
joy for those who “hit the trail.” 
The latest Heinz food creation— and 


fection—high in food value. 


atriumph. Just heat and serve. 


Heinz Peanut Butter solves the but- 
ter prob- 
lem. Heinz 
Tomato 
Ketchup, of 
course; Heinz Pickles, Sweet and 
Sour, Heinz Fruit Preserves and Jel- 
lies. Heinz Foods are well packed— 
easy to handle. Sold almost every- 
where. You know their goodness. 


Send for list of the 57 Varieties 


H. J. Heinz Co., Pittsburgh, Pa. 
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nearest cast recorded, for club members only. 
Event No. 4—The best average of five (5) 
casts in a V-shaped court, said court to be 
30 feet wide at 100 feet, 60 feet wide at 200 
feet, and 90 feet wide at 300 feet; three (3) 
or four (4) ounce lead, open to all. Event 
No. 5—The longest individual cast, five (5) 
casts allowed each contestant, in open field; 
three (3) or four (4) ounce lead, open to 
all. Event No. 6—The best average of five 
(5) casts in open field, three (3) or four (4) 
ounce lead, open event for ladies. 

The committee would appreciate the dona- 
tion of prizes, and it is respectfully requested 
that same be made prior to June 1. Dona- 
tions can be specified, if so desired, but best 
results are usually obtained by leaving it to 
the discretion of the committee. 

Thanking you for your assistance in the 
past, I beg to remain 

Yours very truly, 
J. C. Enciisu, Chairman, 


9 Embury Avenue, Ocean Grove, N. j. 











Every year the Tarpon Inn at Useppa Is- 
land, Florida, presents a gold button to the 
angler who lands the first tarpon of one 
hundred pounds or more on light tackle. 

The illustration shows Mr. Edward vom 
Hofe, Sr., of New York, and the fish which 
won this year’s button for him. 





Field and Stream 


This tarpon was caught on the 23d of 
May at Useppa Island on light tackle by Mr. 
vom Hofe. 

It weighed 103 pounds. 

ARTHUR KNOWLSON. 





1913 Prize Fishing Contest Leaders 
June Class—Brook Trout 


L. C. Hebberd, 5 Ibs. 15 oz. 

N. P. Howell, 5 lbs. 8 oz. 

Clifford Ritter, 2 Ibs. 8 oz. 
Brown Trout Class 


R. S. Hastings, 5 Ibs. 2 oz. 
John Weakly, 3 Ibs. 15 oz. 
No other entries. 


Lake Trout Class 
D. W. O'Neil, Jr., 18 Ibs. 
H. C. Skinner, 17 lbs. 
Mrs. C. J. Baxter, 15 Ibs. 
No other entries. 


Rainbow Trout Class 
r. C. Potts, 10 Ibs. 8 oz. 
H. C. Comstock, 8 lbs. 8 oz. 
Mrs. M. P. Sloss, 8 lbs. 2 oz. 


Landlocked Salmon Class 
Edwin A. White, 14 lbs. 4 oz. 
James L. Dow, 12 Ibs. 8 oz. 


Large Mouth Bass—Southern—Class B 
W. J. Thurman, 8 Ibs. 5 oz. 
No other entries. 
Large Mouth Bass—Northern—June Class 
R. W. Nelson, 6 Ibs. 4 oz. 
No other entries. 
Tarpon Class 
W. A. Jones, 7 ft. 2 in. 
C. W. Ogden, 7 ft. 
W. A. Jones, 7 ft. 
H. E. Converse, 6 ft. 11 in. 


Channel Bass 
R. M. Helfenstein, 47% Ibs. 
Wm. F. Tomz, 41% Ibs. 
W. E. Yopp, 37 Ibs. 
L. P. Hamilton, 36% Ibs. 
A. F. Dresil, 32 Ibs. 


There were no entries in the April Class 
Brook Trout, therefore no prizes were 
awarded. The above list is for affidavits re- 
ceived up to June 12th only.—Ebrror. 
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DO NOT OMIT 


Baker’s Cocoa and Chocolate 
FROM YOUR STORES 


With condensed milk or fresh milk Baker’s 
Cocoa makes a delicious drink that warms, 
cheers and invigorates. 

Baker’s Caracas Sweet or Dot Sweet 
Chocolate should be in your pocket on every 
expedition. No food of so small bulk so 
well satisfies hunger and sustains strength 
as chocolate. 


et = Walter Baker & Co. Ltd. 
Established 1780 DORCHESTER, MASS. 


UL elgla 
Pure Fresh Butter 
For Camp Or — 


Direct from the Creamery to your table any-| 

where in the United States | yq k Parcels} 
delivery. You dont have to buy it from} 

Jay to day, taking chances of gettin poc r butter 
or none at all. You an take a supply to camp 
with you. No more butterless meals. 
In 2, 3 and 5- pound tins, airtight, 
hermetically sealed, but get-at-able 

Price, 35 cents per pound 
add parcel postage 

After you have opened a tin you Seal it agai! 
with our Slip-on-Cover. It is Grell’s famous 
Rose Leaf Brand Creamery Butter—The Butter . 
That Betters The Bread—will retain its rich : Economy of 
flavor along time. The most particular people’ P 
in America buy 10,000 pounds of it daily. ; 

How much do you want—what size tins? Sy Labor, Time 
Send : Pag Express " : Expense 
order, based on above ~~ r : , 
price. Will refund if : ae yKnorr-SouPy 


market price drops. : | 
Satisfaction guaranteed Sh Spertemen's | Barley {- 
TH H. J. GRELL 4A Necess i. — = = * 

ER & EGG CO. |) a 

Dept. C Se |. If your tie cannot supply the above, please notify 


Johnson Creek, Wis. [fi \C-<.= - MEYER &. LANGE 
VOIIMIITILIEMTSEEE SL SOLE AGENTS, NEW YORK 
j , 
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A Boat Exploration Grub and Equipment 
List Nile-Khartoum Expedition 


BY W. J. H. NOURSE 


At different times FIELD AND STREAM has 
printed lists of provisions for camping or 
exploration trips. I am sending you here- 
with, with the hope that it may prove of in- 
terest, the list of equipment and provisions 
carried by the boats in the Nile expedition to 
the relief of General Gordon at Khartoum 
in 1884-6, 

There were 800 whaleboats 33 feet long 
and with 6-foot beam. They carried twelve 


Net total No. 

each boat. Article. Cases 
700 Ibs. Preserved canned meat.......... 1 
10 
4 
192 Ibs. Preserved fresh meat............ 4 
168 Ibs. EER i ee er eee 4 
48 lbs. I soe seb seve bb-on a 0-8 1 
66 Ibs. SE Senttubdnds anweewebwene ee 4 
770 Ibs. ON i 0.0906 $103 eave ow aso 22 
240 Ibs. cs oo nenser- ovens cciee 8 
200 lbs. GORDO rere ere rer rr 2 
I MIE 5 oa: ag dha Nain eeee ewe Sie: 2 
17 tins i Cit ssc chet mune Rene venadegeie 1 
17 tins PE Ceivecrseterkseeenes 1 
80 Ibs. DE Getesedcetduesseensteseneees 2 
240 Ibs. Nd ira deine or a Saas RARE RR aR 4 
19 Ibs. dria catia went saa athe sateen 1 
80 lbs Preserved vegetables............. 2 
7% gal OO rrr 1 
40 lbs EAU Ce Pen nee Cae 1 
40 lbs Eee pee err 1 
10 Ibs PE NE 6 5.6.6 cured es epee 2 
2 Ibs EEE Grbtadéeeesuenr seed esses 2 
40 lbs RESETS en eerie earaen eee 1 
27 Ibs. NE, (Anan dene nina ete: 4% 1 
9 Ibs. PO, GUUS so cvcecsesvevectese 1 
oe | RA err ee 1 
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men each and were provisioned from line of 
communication stations until they left the 
final base. The provisions on the list were 
then used and they were supposed to be 100 
days’ rations for the twelve men. That time 
was allowed to get to Khartoum and back. 
Of course, we never got all the way there, 
but we did get back, some of us, and the pro- 
visions were ample. To-day the list would 
be very much different, but at that time it 
was considered perfect by those who devised 
it. As I remember it we had plenty of 
canned beef and biscuit and tea, but the other 
“fine food” came along like a red ear of 
corn. 


of each. 


Lbs. Proposed Daily Issue. 
60 
4 
49 11/16 1 Ib. 4 days out of 6. 
48 1 lb. 1 day out of 6. 
42 1 Ib. 1 day out of 6. 
48 1 Ib. 1 day out of 6. 
aca MY oz. 4 days out of 6. 
35 1 Ib. 4 days out of 6. 
30 1 Ib. 1 day out of 6. 
40 1 lb. 1 day out of 6. 
60 1 Ib. 1 day out of 6. 
26 bot. Y% oz. 4 days out of 6. 
17 tins 1%4 oz. 1 day out of 6. 
17 tins 14% oz. 1 day out of 6. 
40 Ibs. 1 oz. daily. 
60 Ibs. 3 oz. daily. 
19 Ibs. % oz. daily. 
40 lbs. 1 oz. daily. 

5 bot. 1/1280 gal. daily. 
40 lbs. % oz. daily. 
40 lbs. Y% oz. daily. 

Sak: #$é§ maeeecsidinerneedeseees 

1 Ib. 1/86 oz. daily. 
40 Ibs. On payment 1s 4d per Ib. 
27 lbs. On payment Yd per piece. 
9 lbs. On payment 1d per piece. 
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VEGETABLES, 
AND CREAM SOUPS | 


These are the DEHYDRATED Prod- | 
ucts mentioned in the article ‘* Go- | 
ing Light,’’ by A. W. Barnard, in the | 
June Fiery anp Srream. Totally | 
DEHYDRATED which makes them 

weigh about one fifteenth of the fresh 

weight. They will never spoil. As | 

soon as you add water to them, you | 

have wholesome, fresh, garden prod- | 
ucts. Ask your dealer or write us 

about them. | 
To sportsmen who have not read Mr. Barnard's article 


we will gladly send a copy of the June FIELD AND 
STREAM, without cost, upon reques 


AMERICAN DEHYDRATING Co. 
Waukesha, Wis. 


HOW TO ROAST 
Game Fish 


Clean a small fish, thrust a piece of 








| 











bacon or pork into the belly cavity, salt | 
on the outside, and impale upon a forked | 
stick, which is then stuck in the gr og 
near the coals and turned occasionally, 

or the toaster is cut longer and held | 
the cook’s hand. As this can only be | 
done with one fish at a time, it is alll 
for each camper to roast his own fish. 
There is no better way of cooking trout 
and some other fish than this, as all the 
juices and the flavor are perfectly pre- 
served. It is even better, with trout and 
other delicate fish, to roast without pork 
or he in order to preserve the true 
flavor. In this case the fish must be well 
salted inside and out. Larger fish may be 
split down the back and roasted on triple- 
pronged toasters cut from shrubs. 


ORY 


All you require is hot water and a spoonful of 
SMacthmglons 
wstant (Offee 


to have fragrant stimulating coffee any 
time iny place. Also dissolves 
in cold water. 


od COFFEE POT—NO serrporayelll NO GROUNDS 
and 9e except Inext 
If y lows avry it 
ua 30c tin Wy eceipt of 0c, 


G. WASHINGTON COFFEE SALES CO., 79-A Wall St., N.Y. 


Indigestion? 


Ever feel a bad effect from rich 
camp fare or fatty foods ? 
You will find 


hiclets 


a good antidote as many a sports- 


{man knows. 


They keep the throat moist. 

Good in and out of camp. 

The Manufacturers guarantee 
their purity. 

The Doctors guarantee their 
healthfulness. 


Purchased Anywhere 
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provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 











Field and Stream 


FIELD HOSPITAL CASE CONTAINING 





3 bot. Brandy 1 Ib. Yellow soap 2 boxes Safety matches 
3 bot. Port wine 1 Ib. Candles Y% Ib. Compressed tea 
12 tins Beef tea, Leibigs, 4 oz. 1 tin Alum i Corkscrew 
each. 2 lbs. Arrowroot 1 Opening knife 
1 tin Mustard, % Ib. 4 |b. Salt 1 bot. Permanganate 
4 tins Condensed milk 
NILE EXPEDITION. LIST OF BOAT EQUIPMENT. 
Svery Boat Carries 
2 Masts 1 Waterproof accoutrement bag 1 Frying pan 
2 Sails and yards 6 boxes ammunition 1 Portable stove 
12 Oars 2 Axes, felling 2 Spades 
2 Boat hooks 1 Pickaxe 6 a with strings 
6 Pushing poles 1 Scales 1 Sponge 
2 Grapnels 3 Buckets, leather 2 outs slings 
6 Fathoms rope 3 Cannisters, tin 1 Sheet lead, 2’ x 2’ 
12 Rowlocks 12 Tin cups 4 Pounds pitch 
3 Hardwood rollers 12 Tin plates 32 Pounds paint in tins 
5 Spare planks 1 Baking dish 1 Paint brush 
2 Spare knees 1 Pepper dredger 44 Yards thick canvas 
1 Awning 1 Flesh fork 34 Yards sail canvas 
2 Awning poles 12 Forks 1 Coil spun yarn 
1 Rudder 12 Knives 1 Filter and reserve charcoal 
1 Towline, 120 fathoms 12 Spoons 1 Pound tow 
1 Coil cordage, 50 fathoms 2 Butcher knives 1 Hammer 
1 Snatch block 2 Can openers 1 Bag nails 
1 Leading block 2 Camp kettles Cork, sandpaper and fish hooks 
1 Bell tent 1 Soup ladle and lines. 
3 Waterproof blanket bags 2 Gallons oil Provisions as per list. 
2 Mops si 
One Boat in Six Carries 
1 Coil of cord 10 Pounds of pitch 6 Axe handles 
One Boat in Eight Carries ’ . 
Tool chest containing: 48 Needles 4 Lbs. iron nails 
1 Adze 2 Pincers 4 Gross brass screws 
1 Auger 1 Jack plane 10 Sheets of tin 
1 Axe 1 Punch 2 Lbs. marline 
4 Bradawls 1 Foot rule 1 Marline spike . 
4 Chisels 1 Saw 5 Lbs. twine and sail thread 
12 Screw drivers 1 Scissors 13 Gal. oil | 
2 Files 1 Saw set 25 Lbs. white lead 
3 Gimlets 2 Sharpening stones 2 Lbs. paint, white 
2 Claw hammers 1 Tape measure 3 Lb. beeswax 
1 Hatchet 2 Paint brushes 6 Axe handles 
3 Knives 1 Felling axe 10 Lbs. tow. 
1 Mallet 5 Shoes for push poles 4 Bottles oil 
7 Sailmaker’s palms 6 Lbs. copper nails 


One Boat in Twenty Carries 


_ 


Grindstone complete 1 Luff tackle 


30 Lbs. Iron nails 








The Grover Sharp Diamond Hitch 
(Continued from p, 260) 
will know. The box stood a thirty-day 
trip and is still good. 

All the material mentioned in connection 
with the hitch was made on Sharp’s ranch 
and cost practically nothing. Any rancher 
or guide can place the rings on the pan- 
niers and make the special hitch rope 
from material which is always found on 
a ranch in a couple of hours. The fiber 
telescope box can be had in most depart- 
ment stores, or the New York outfitters 
carry them. 


Editor, FirLD AND STREAM: 
Dear Sir: 

I wish to acknowledge receipt of the cup 
and to express my appreciation to FIELD AND 
STREAM. It is a very handsome trophy and 
has been very much admired by all who 
have seen it. 


Thanking you again and wishing you a 
successful season. 
Yours truly, 


New York. FRANK A. HALL, Jr. 


As to Their Relative Gameness 

Am a reader of FIELD AND STREAM. En- 
closed find 25 cents, for which send me the 
picture, “Breaking Water.” Am a dyed-in- 
the-wool bass fisherman (ask my wife). 

Noticing the argument regarding the game- 
ness of the large- and small-mouthed bass, 
will venture an opinion. Where both species 
are caught in a running stream or in water 
that is cool and fresh, I believe there is no 
difference. But take one of either species 
from an inland lake and then from a run- 
ning stream and note the difference. 

While we have not the opportunities of 
getting the big bass that some of the boys 
have, we get all the sport we want. 

Respectfully yours, 

Cleveland, O. F. D. De Gant. 
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traveling 


mouth. 
hot without 
container— without ice. 


tire — desserts 


True comfort at last -even in the 
ICY-HOT Leather Luncheon 

ase jor, 
Bittle cnd 
Lunch 


You 














ITHACA GUN COMPANY, BOX il, 
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“This Bottle Reese Its Contents ‘Ice-Cold 
‘ For 72 Hours Or Steaming Hot 24 Hours 


On every outing— yachting, motoring, hunting, fishing, picnicing or 
take along an ICY-HOT Bottle or two filled with the hot 
or cold beverages you will need when preparation is impossible 
ICY-HOT Jars and Ice Cream Pails—l’ints, 1 or 2 quarts, wide 
Keeps all kinds of food, stews, oysters, vegetables, 
and 


In the Camp 
woods and on the 
camp cooking, no meals “* 
“tasting queer” 
hot or cold drinks from your own home table. 
can't be happy 
without the 
Box your cares are gone 
ABSOLUTELY SANITARY 
Pints, $1.00 Up ; Quarts, $2.00 Up 
Write for FREE 
ICY-HOT 
Cases. Look for name IC Y-HOT on bottom, 
Accept No Substitute 


Icy-Hot Bottle Co., 223-2d Ave.. W., Cincinnati,O. 
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'CY-HOT 
Carafe 
Quart, 
3 Pint, 
2 and 3 
Quart 
Sizes 









etc., 


ice cream cold in sanitary glass 


river's bank No dirty 
thrown together’ and 
but hot, appetizing food and 
angling 
ICY-HOT, 


or picnicing 
and with it all 


PROTECTED AGAINST BREAKAGE 


booklet fully describing 
Bottles, Jars and Luncheon 


§%ZL5. 16 Bore 


@ We furnish light weight guns. 

@ Here is a little “peach” —a 16 bore as light as other fac- 
tories make 20's. 

@ If you have “‘shyed”’ 
big enough load—here is a gun that will carry a larger load, 
yet it’s light. 

gq There is no use carrying around extra weight when a 
eatherweight will do the business. 

@ You can travel farther, finish fresher, 
quicker, kill your game nearer to you and come home feel 


at a 20 because it did not carry a 


get into action 


ing as frisky as a kitten. 

@ We can furnish the 20 gauge from 5's 

the 28 gauge from 43; to 5's pounds. 
Send for beautiful catalog FREE 
uns $17.75 net to $400 list. 


to 5°; pounds 


describes 18 grades, 


ITHACA, N.Y. 





We guarantee 


advertising on this page provided you mention FIELD 


AND STREAM 











FIELD 


STREAM’S 


Third Annual 
PRIZE 
FISHING CONTEST 


FOR THE 


RECORD FISH CAUGHT IN 1913 



















The $2,000 Prize Fishing Contest of 1912 is now closed. Probably no magazine 
feature ever excites such widespread interest er does more for angling in America than 
does this annual contest of Field and Stream. Many record fish were entered during 
1912 and a world of valuable data as to rods, lines, lures, and particularly the method 
of taking the game fish, were collected and put into permanent record in the stories of 
the prize-winning fish now being published, as well as information with regard to the 
best fishing waters in the United States and Canada, which has been gathered for our 
Where To Go Department. 

The Contest for 1913 has some further changes, i.e., we are offering $3,000 worth of 
prizes instead of $2,000, and are adding monthly prizes in the Brook Trout Class as well 
as the Large and Small Mouth Black Bass Classes. The stories of the prize winners 
for 1912 are being published now. If you are a fisherman you will not want to miss 
any of them 


CONDITIONS 


lirst--The fish must be caught with rods and reels as specified,* and in legal season. 

Second—The fish must be weighed on tested scales and measured with a tape measure, 
length to be taken from end of lower jaw with mouth closed, to tip of tail 

Third—The affidavit blank printed on the last page of this announcement, or an exact 
copy, must be used in applying for a prize and signed by the man who 
caught the fish, together with two witnesses, and sworn to before a Notary 
Public and his seal affixed. In case any contestant catches a fish when 
accompanied by a single guide, the affidavit as signed upon coming out of 
the woods by himself and guide before a Notary Public stating the cir- 
cumstances will be duly considered 

Fourth—The weight, length and girth, date, place, and manufacturer’s name and full 
specifications if possible of the rod, reel, line and lure (or bait) used in 
taking the fish, must be stated. 

lifth—The winners in each class must send us a short account of how, when and where 
the fish was taken and what tackle was used in catching the fish. The 
account to be published in Field and Stream. These accounts will not be 
asked for until the prizes have been awarded. 

Sixth— All affidavits must be sent to the editor of the Prize Fishing Contest, Field and 
Stream, 456 Fourth Avenue, New York. All affidavits in monthly classes 
must be in our hands within 5 days from closing date of class. All affi- 
davits in other classes must be in within 15 days from closing date of class. 

Seventh—No fish caught from State or private hatchery will be allowed in this contest. 

Eighth—In event of two fish weighing and measuring exactly the same number of 
pounds, ounces and fractions. duplicate prizes will be awarded in each case. 

The ludges of this contest will be: Rorert H. Davis, Editor, Munsey’s. Witt H. Ditc, Chicago, Ill. 

W. H. Mirrer, Editor, Field and Stream. FE. F. Warner, Publisher, Field and Stream. E. M. Grit, 
Camp Fire Club, W. P. Corsetr. 


_ In Tarpon class, length of fish is the only measurement required. It is not necessary to give weight or 
girth. 

“Where no special kind of tackle is specified, any tackle is allowable, provided it consists of rod, reel, 
line and lure. 
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T drives a rowboat 
eight miles an hour 
and a canoe—say, did 
you ever fly? 

It is  self-lubricating, 
simple to operate, starts 
with a swing of the fly 
wheel (no cranking), 
doesn’t get out of order; 
has a weedless propeller 
and many other excel- 
lent attributes all de- 
scribed in detail in our 
large and beautifully 
illustrated catalog. 
Write for it—it’s free 


upon request. 


When the Cry of 
the Wild Sings Out 


UT in the woods, where the fragrance of the summer 

leaves greets you on a shiny morn and the cry of the 
wild is in your ears, you feel as if the camp is just the 
one place on earth where happiness is King: And as 
the sun looms up over the sparkling surface of the lake 
you take your rowboat, not for a row, but for a dash 
over the dancing ripples because your rowboat is a motor- 


driven rowboat. Because you've hung an 












—_ 
DETACHABLE ————— 
ROW-BOAT-MOTOR === 

over the stern and made your boat a motor boat. 
There’s a gentle purr that drives you forward, the purr 
of the two full horse power of a finely built motor; a 
motor of nickel steel and bronze that is built like the 
finest of auto engines. 
When you break camp you carry this little wonder right 
with you because it weighs only fifty pounds and is carried 
like a satchel. It goes with you on fishing trips, hunting 
trips, camping, wherever you go and attaches to any 
rowboat in less than one minute. Thousands of recom- 
mendations from the most prominent sportsmen in this 
country and abroad. 


Call on your Sporting Goods or Hardware dealer to see 
the motor or write for illustrated catalog. 


EVINRUDE MOTOR COMPANY 


155 S STREET MILWAUKEE, WIS. 


New York City SHow Rooms: Hudson Terminal Building, 30 Church Street, 
New York City. 
CALIFORNIA SHOW Rooms: 423 Market Street, San Francisco. 
SEATTLE REPRESENTATIVES: Woodhouse Gasoline Engine Company, 62-64 
Marion Street. 
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332, $3000.00 PRIZE FISHING CONTEST 
FRESH WATER GAME FISH 


For range, method of taking, tackle and bait to use, fishing laws and the best fishing waters for the 
following Fresh Water Game Fish, see the ANGLER’S AND SporTSMAN’S GUIDE. 


BROOK TROUT (Salvelinus fontinalis) 
APRIL CLASS—For largest Brook Trout caught with rod and FLY between opening 
of season and May 15th, inc. 
FIRST PRIZE: One “Mills Standard’? Hand Made German Silver Mounted Split Bamboo Fly Rod, any 
stock pattern, made by Wm. Mills & Son. Value $18.00. 
SECOND PRIZE: English Salmon Fly Case to hold 240 flies, made by Edw. Vom Hofe Co., also a 
3 Kraemer Pathfinder Compass, made by U. S. Compass Co. Total value $14.00. 
THIRD PRIZE: An order on W. J. Cummins for goods selected from catalog to value of $10.00; also a 
Pocket_Kook Kit, made by Stopple Pocket Kook Kit Co, Total value $12.50. 
FOURTH PRIZE: “Bray” Kly Book, Pigskin, to hold 12 doz. flies, made by Dame Stoddard Co.; alse 


one Jarvis waterproof fishing coat for wear with waders, made by M. B. Jarvis Co. Value $10. 


JUNE CLASS—For largest Brook Trout caught with rod and FLY between May 16th 
and July 31st, inc. 
a PRIZE: Trout Fishing Outfit, consisting of Fly Rod, “Neversink Jr.” Fly Reel, Fly Line, 
B.”’ Fly Book, 2 doz. flies. Leader Box, 6 leaders and Landing Net complete with shoulder strap. 

Made by Wm. Mills & Son. Value $18. 

SECOND PRIZE: An order on David T. Abercrombie Co., for Abercrombie’s Unique cams Equip- 
ment to the value of $10.00; also one “Zepp’’ Safety Razor in case. Total value $13 

THIRD PRIZE: An order on Abbey & Imbrie for goods selected from catalog to value | “10. 00. 

FOURTH PRIZE: Hawkeye Refrigerator Basket, made by the Burlington Basket Co.; also one Mane 
field Fly Book, Alligator, made by Carlos G. Young. Total value $8.50. 

JULY CLASS—For largest Brook Trout caught with rod and FLY between Aug. Ist 

and October 30th, inc. 
FIRST PRIZE: Wading Outfit, consisting of one pair “Albion” Wading Stockings, one pair ‘Mills 
Special’ Wading Shoes and one pair heavy wool sox. Made by Wm. Mills & Son. Value $16. 
SECOND PRIZE: One 80 yard ‘Peerless’ Fly Casting Reel, made by Edw. Vom Hofe & Co.; also a 
Northwestern Clasp Knife, made by 8. C. Kruschke. Total value $12.50. 

— PRIZE: ae order on The New York Sporting Goods Co., for goods selected from catalog to 
he value of $10 

FOURTH PRIZE:  Sportsman’s Thermos Lunch Kit, made by American Thermos Bottle Co.; also a 
“Barnes” Folding Landing Net (Aluminum Frame), made by Carlos G. Young. Total value $7.50. 


GRAND PRIZE—For largest Brook Trout caught with FLY during season 1913. 


a Fn sa enon Record Brcok Trout Cup, specially designed with winner’s name and record 
sh engrave 
LADIES’ SPECIAL PRIZE: Five pound box of Huyler’s Candy. 


RAINBOW TROUT (Salmo irideus) 
GRAND PRIZES ONLY-—For Rainbow Trout caught between April rst and Oct. r5th 


FIRST PRIZE: Fiertp anp Stream Record Rainbow Trout Cup, specially designed, with winner’s name 
and record of fish engraved. 

SECOND PRIZE: “Mills Standard” Hand Made German Silver Mounted Split Bamboo Fly Rod, any 
stock Pattern, made by Wm. Mills & Son; also Anti-Back-Lash Self-Thumbing Reel with jewel caps 
made by Redifor Rod & Reei Co. Total value $25.50. 

THIRD PRIZE: One Mohawk Fly Rod in canvas case, made by Horrocks-Ibbotson Co., value $15.00; 
also an order on W. J. Cummins fer goods selected from catalog to the value of $10. Total value $25. 

FOURTH PRIZE: ne 6x8 Compac Tent, 3% lbs. weight, value $16.50, made by Compac Tent Co.; also 
one Komfort Lantern, complete, made by R. C. Kruschke. Total value $21. 

FIFTH PRIZE: No. 29 Fly Rod, agate guides, lock band in glove leather case, made by Horton Mfg. 

‘o.;_also Gillette Combination Safety Razor Ovtfit in Pigskin Case. Total value = 

SIXTH PRIZE: Waterman's Ideal Gold Filigree Fountain Pen, value $10; also a No. 120 Tackle Case, 
made by F. Cortez Wilson. Total value $14.50. 

SPECIAL LADIES’ PRIZE: Five pound box of Huyler’s Candy. 


BROWN TROUT 


GRAND PRIZES ONLY—For Brown Trout caught with rod and FLY between 
April 15th and October 1st 


FIRST PRIZE: Fierp anp Stream Record Brown Trout Cup, specially designed, with winner’s name 
and record of the fish engraved 

SECOND PRIZE: ‘Mills Standard’ Hand Made German Silver Mounted Split Bamboo Fly Rod, any 
stock pattern, made by Wm. Mills & Son; also one Worth Reel, 60 yard quadruple German Silver, 
made by E. A. Pflueger Co. Total value $25.00. 

THIRD PRIZE: Pair of 16-inch leg waterproof hand made sporting shoes, made by Stillman Armstrong 
Co.; also No. 2 Axe. 2 trout nippers, 2 fish knives, made by Marble Arms & Mig. Co. Total value $20. 

FOURTH PRIZE: Order on W. J. Cummins for goods selected from catalog to value of $10; also Jarvis 
Waterproof Fishing Coat for wear with waders, made by M. B. Jarvis Co. Total value $15. 


LAKE TROUT—TOGUE (Christivomer namaycush) 


GRAND PRIZES ONLY—For Lake Trout caught between April 1st and October Ist 


FIRST PRIZE: No. 11 Bait Rod, agate guides, in glove leather case, made by Horton Mfg. Co.; also 
one Spaulding Seamless Fibre Rod Case for same, made by J. Spaulding Sons Co., and one Auto 
Trunk made by National Veneer Products Co. Total value $30.25. 

SECOND PRIZE: Hand-made Casting Rod, one piece, made size to suit winner, with Anderson telescope 
rod handle, cork grip, G. S. mountings, made by J. E. Anderson; value $20; also $5.00 worth of 
Automatic Striker Spoon Baits, made by S. E. Knowles. Total value $25, 

THIRD PRIZE: An order on Abbey & Imbrie for goods selected from their catalog, to the value of $10; 
also Interchangeable Brilliant Search Light, with fibre carrying case and Komfort lantern frame for 
same, made by R. C. Krnechke. Total value $20. 

FOURTH PRIZE: One four-piece Razor Set, made by the Geneva Cutlery Co.: also an order on the 
Stillman Armstrong Co. for Moccasins to the value of $5.00. Total value $15. 

FIFTH PRIZE: An order on Wm. Shakespeare, Jr., Co.. for goods from catalog to the value of $10. 

SIXTH PRIZE: Open Spool! Casting Reel, made by Stockford Reel Co.; also Oxford Shooting Jacket, 
made by H. H. Kiffe. Total value $10. 


LIST OF PRIZES OW SECOND PAGE FOLLOWING 

















































Anheuser-Busch Will 
Buy This Barley 
Only the pick of America’s Barley 


crops and Bohemia’s Saazer Hops 
are good enough from which to brew and age 


Budweiser 


America’s National Beverage 


€ The uniform flavor, quality and purity of 
Budweiser remains always the same because 
only the best materials enter our plant. 


Bottled only at the home 
plant in St. Louis 


Anheuser-Busch Brewery 
St. Louis 
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OUNANICHE, OR LANDLOCKED SALMON 


GRAND PRIZES ONLY—For largest Landlocked Salmon caught between April Ist 
and October Ist 
sae PRIZE: Fie.p anp Stream Record Landlocked Salmon Cup, specially designed with winner's name 
d record of fish engraved. 
SECOND PRIZE: “Optimus” two-piece trolling rod, agate guide and tops, made by Dame Stoddard & Co., 
lue $15; also Ge: neva Superior Binocular Field Glass, made by Geneva Optical Co. Total value $30. 
HIRD PRIZE: An order on David T. Abercombie Co., for Abercombie’s Unique Camping Equipment to 
the value of $20, 
— PR: ZE: An order on Schoverling. Daly & Gales for goods selected from catalog to value of $10; 
Iso one Trophy Belt. monogrammed, made by Thomas J. Dunn Co. Total value $16. 
FIFTH PRIZE: Assortment of Salmon and Trout Flies, made by Molloy Bros. Value $11.15. 


SMALL MOUTH BLACK BASS (Micropterus dolemieu) 


JUNE CLASS—For largest Small Mouth Bass caught between opening of season ar: 
July 15th 

FIRST PRIZE: ‘Mills Standard’ Hand Made German Silver Mounted Split Bamboo Bait or Ba 
Casting Rod, made by Wm. Mills & Son. Value $18. 

SECOND PRIZE: One No. 33 Bait Casting Rod, made by Horton Mfg. Co. Value $12. 

THIRD PRIZE: An order on Abbey & Imbrie for goods selected from catalog to value of $10. 

FOURTH PRIZE: One Thumezy Reel, made by Benj. Sellar Mfg. Co.; also one outfit of Quick Change 
Bass Baits, made by Skvor & Co. Total value $8.50. 


JULY CLASS—For largest Small Mouth Black Bass caught between July 16th and 
August 15th, inc. 

FIRST PRIZE: One Tournament Bait Casting Rod, made by Edw. Vom Hofe Co. Value $17. 

ae 4 PRIZE: Order on the Vacuum Specialty Co. for goods selected from catalog to the value of $10; 
Iso 6 Redifor Weedless Bass Flies and 3 weedless baits. Total value $13.90. 

THIRD PRIZE: One South Bend Anti-Back-Lash Ca#ting Reel, value $7.50; also Combination Minnow 
Buck Tails to the vale ue of $2.50, made by South Bend Bait Co. Total value $10. 

FOURTH PRIZE: One Sportsman's Thermos Lunch Kit, made by American Thermos Bottle Co.; also 
one Takapart Reel, made by A. F. Meisselbach & Bros., value $4. Total value $9. 


AUGUST CLASS—For largest Small Mouth Bass caught between August 16th and 
October 30th, inc. 

FIRST PRIZE: One No. 33 sapphire jeweled No. 3 size reel, made by Wm. H. Talbot Reel Co. Value $28, 

SECOND PRIZE: Order on W. J. Jamison for goods selected from catalog to value of $10; also Duxbak 
Hunting Coat or Norfolk Fishing Jacket, made by Bird, Jones & Kenyon. Total value $15. 

THIRD PRIZE: An order on Abbey & Imbrie for goods selected from catalog to value of $10; also one 
dRedifor Spooler, made by Redifor Rod & Reel Co. Total value $13. 

FOURTH PRIZE: One Y. & E. Automatic-Combination Reel, made by Horrocks-Ibbotson Co., value $7; 
also one Outfit of Quick Change Bass Baits, made by Skvor & Co. Total value $9.50. 


GRAND PRIZE—For Largest Small Mouth Bass Caught during season 1913— 

FIELD AND STREAM Record Small Mouth Black Bass Cup, specially designed with winner’s name 
and record of fish engraved. 

SPECIAL LADIES’ PRIZE: One five-pound box of Huyler’s Candy. 


SPECIAL HONOR PRIZES—For Small Mouth Black Bass Caught on a Fly 


FIFST PRIZE: One ‘“Neverbreak’”” Fly Rod, 3 pieces, split Bamboo, made by Dame Stoddard Co.; 
also one trophy Fob, monogrammed, made by Thomas J. Dunn Co. Total value $15. 
SECOND PRIZE: An order on Abbey & Imbrie for goods selected from catalog to value of $10, 


LARGE MOUTH BLACK BASS (Micropterus salmoides) 
NORTHERN DIVISION—NORTH OF MASON AND DIXON LINE. 


JUNE CLASS—For Large Mouth Bass caught between opening of season and July 15th 

FIRST PRIZE: “Mills Standard’ Hand Made German Silver Mounted Split Bamboo Bait or Bait 
Casting Rod, any stock pattern, made by Wm. Mills & Son; also Stockford Open Spool Casting Reel, 
made by Stockford Reel Co. Total value $24. 

SECOND PRIZE: An order on David T. Abercrombie Co. for Abercrombie’s Unique Camping Equipment, 
selected from catalog to the value of $20. 

THIRD PRIZE: South Bend Anti-Back-Lash Casting Reel and assortment of Buck Tail Baits and Wooden 
Minnows, to be selected from catalog of South Bend Bait Co. to value of $7.50. Total value $15. 

FOURTH PRIZE: Special Combination Lancewood Bait or Fly Casting Rod, made by Horrocks-Ibbotson Co. 
also Sportsman's Thermos Lunch Kit, made by American Thermos Bottle Co. Total value $10. 


JULY CLASS—For Large Mouth Black Bass caught between July 16th and 


August 15th, inc. 
FIRST PRIZE: One Film Premo Camera, No. 1, size 5x 7, made by Rochester Optical Co. Value $16. 
a edad An order on W. J. Jamison for goods selected from catalog to value of $10; also one 
)-piece razor set, made by Geneva Optical Co. Total value $15. 

TRIRD PRIZE: One Kelso Quickapart 4 multiple jeweled casting reel, made by H. J. Frost & Co.; also 
order on Moonlight Bait Co. for goods selected from catalog to value of $5. Total value $10. 
FOURTH PRIZE: (ne-half dozen Life Preserver Pillows or made-to-order Boat Cushions to value of $9, 

made by R. L. Kenyon. 


AUGUST CLASS—For Large Mouth Bass caught between August 16th and October 30th 


FIRST PRIZE: One Jim Heddon Casting Rod, made by James Heddon’s Sons; also an order for Dowagiae 
Minnows to the value of $5. Total value $20. 

SECOND PRIZE: South Bend Anti-Back-Lash Casting Reel and selection of weedless hooks to value of 
$2.50, made by South Bend Bait Co.; also Duxbak Hunting Coat or Norfolk Fishing Jacket, made by 
sird. Jones & Kenyon. Total value "$15. 

THIRD PRIZE: Hunting Suit made of Imnervo waterproof cloth, made by E. A. Armstrong. Value $13.75. 

FOURTH PRIZE: 60 yd. German Silver Reel with agate jewels, made by the > ieee Mfg. Co.; also 
one Jim Heddon Casting Rod, made by James Heddon’s Sons. Total value $12. 


GRAND PRIZE—For biggest Large Mouth Bass caught during season 1913 


FIELD AND STREAM Record Cup, specially designed with winner’s name and record of fish engraved. 
SPECIAL LADY’S PRIZE: Five-pound box of Huyler’s Candy. 


LIST OF PRIZES ON SECOND PAGE FOLLOWING 
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™\ If You Could Have Only Five Baits In Your Kit 
This Summer, Which Ones Would You Choose ? 


In “Some Confessions of a Bass Maniac,” in the June issue of Fietp AND 
StrEAM, Mr. O. W. Smith, Angling Editor of “Outers’ Book,” and one of the 
foremost experts on bass fishing in America, puts it—in part—this way: 
“*Now, old man,’ said I to myself, ‘you can have five and only five, so make 
your selection with circumspection.’ 
In the light of last summer’s experi- 
ence, I promptly picked out (No. 1), 
a red and white surface bait that is 
most erratic in its movements, dart- 
ing sideways and diving toward the 
bottom when drawn through the 
water, but promptly returning to the 
J surface when strain upon the line 
ceases.” 
It would be hard, indeed, to have a more authoritative or more definite statement as to what " 

















ITS ALL 
IN THE 











bait, among the hundreds there are to pick from, is most rapidly and convincingly proving 
its value to “men who know” among the anglers of America. 
If, up to this time, you have failed to try out 


WILSON’S FLUTED WOBBLER 


you have been missing a bait that is proving the “one best bets for thousands of anglers 
in all kinds of water and all kinds of weather. 








Copy of the June Fretp anp Stream sent, postpaid, to any inquirer, without cost, upon request. 
Don't be without Wilson’s Fluted Wobbler on your next trip. Your dealer can supply 
you, or send today. 75 cents will bring you one by return mail postpaid. 
HASTINGS SPORTING GOODS WORKS 
™ Department F. HASTINGS, MICH. Dy, 
IS A RESULT OF MY PERSONAL DEVOTION 
IN THE WORKSHOP AND ON THE STREAM 
MY RODS, REELS, LINES, LEADERS, FLIES AND BAITS go to all parts of 
the world, and hosts of American anglers order regularly through the season from my 
catalogue. 
I deal in nothing but high-grade Fishing Tackle, and my prices are so reasonable 
that it is to your advantage to ask for my catalogue and price-list. 
RODS 
REELS > made especially for American waters. 
FLIES 
DRY FLY TACKLE 
of highest grade and at very moderate prices. 
4 You can safely rely upon my judgment in making selections for your waters 





| Write for my exhaustive 300-page Catalogue. | 


W. J. CUMMINS 


Dept. S North of England Rod Works, Bishop Auckland, England 
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LARGE MOUTH BLACK BASS (Micropterus Salmoides) 
SOUTHERN DIVISION—SOUTH OF MASON AND DIXON LINE 
CLASS A—For Large Mouth Black Bass caught between Jan. 1st and April 30th, inc. 
FIRST PRIZE: One Standard Autoloading Sh 1otgun made by Remington Arms U. M. C. Co. Value $30. 
SECOND PRIZE:Qne Meriden Medel 15, .22 cal. Rifle, twenty-shot hammerless repeater, made by Sears, 
Roebuck & Co.; also one Maxim Silencer for same. Total value $17. 
THIRD PRIZE: Order on W. J. Jamis: yn for goods selected from catalog to value of $10; also one Redifor 
Spooler, m ade by Redifor Rod & Reel Co. Total value $13. 
FOURTH PRIZE: One Takapart ree Spool Reel, made by .\. F. Meisselbach & Bros.; also one Steinfeld 
Telescope Cot Bed, made by Steinfeld Bros. Total value $9. 


CLASS B—For Large Mouth Black Bass caught between May ist and August 31st, inc. 
FIRST PRIZE: One 6x8 Compac Tent, 3% Ibs. weight, made by Compac Tent Co. Value $16.50. 
— PRIZE: Model X four multiple fly reel, suitable for bait casting, made by Redifor Rod & Reel 
0.; also Oxford Grey Shooting Jacket, made by H. H. Kiffe Co. Total value $14, 
THIRD PRIZE: Order on John J. Hildebrandt Co. for Spinners selected from catalog to value of $10. 
FOURTH PRIZE: One Thumezy Reel, made by Benjamin Sellar Mfg. Co.; also one Gold Medal Camp Cot, 
made by Gold Medal Camp Furniture Co. Total value $9. 


CLASS C—For Large Mouth Black Bass caught between Sept. 1st and Dec. 31st, inc. 

FIRST PRIZE: One Evinrude Row Boat Motor, made by Evinrude Motor Co. Value $70. 

SECOND PRIZE: An order on James L. Donaly for goods selected from a | to value of $10; 80 yd. 
Worth Reel, German Silver, made by E. A. Pflueger Co. Total value $17.50 

THIRD ——: No. 1 Standard Martin Automatic Fish Reel, made by Martin Automatic Fish Reel Co.; 
= Redifor Spooler, 6 Redifor weedless Bass Flies and 3 weedless baits, made by Redifor Rod & 

el Co.., nee Stopple Pocket Kook Kit, made by Stopple Pocket Kook Kit Co Total value $14.40. 

FOURTH PRIZE: One Worth Reel, 60 yd. eaten. German Silver, made by E. A. Pfleuger Co.; also 

one Outing Shirt, made by Chas. Alshuler Mfg. Co. Total value $9.50. 


GRAND PRIZE—For biggest Large Mouth Black Bass caught during season 1912 
FIELD AND STREAM Record Cup, specially designed with winner’s name and record of fish engraved. 
SPECIAL LADIES’ PRIZE: Five-pound box of Huyler’ s Candy. 


SPECIAL HONOR PRIZES—For Large Mouth Bass Caught on a Fly 
FIRST PRIZE: One Model G Redifor Reel with thumbers, German Silver with jewel caps, made by 
Redifor Rod & Reel Co. Value $17.50. 
SECOND PRIZE: An order on Abbey & Imbrie for goods selected from catalog to value of $10. 


PIKE (Esox lucius) 
GRAND PRIZES ONLY—For Pike caught between May lst and October 30th, inc 
FIRST PRIZE: 9'2 x 12’ Wall Tent, made by St. Louis Tent, Awning and Fish Net Co. Value $30. 
SECOND PRIZE: .22 cal. Savage Hi Power Rifle, made by Savage Arms Co. Value $25. 

THIRD PRIZE: Set of bow-facing rowing gear and oars, made by Lyman Gun Sight Corporation; also 
Model X fly reel, suitable for bait casting, made by Redifor Rod & Reel Co. Total value = 
FOURTH PRIZE: South Bend Anti-Back Lash re asting Reel and assortment of Buck Tail Baits selected 

9 mm catalog of South Bend Bait Co., to value of $2.50; also $5 worth of Automatic Striker Spoon 
Baits, made by S. E. Knowles. Total value $15.00. 
SPECIAL LADIES’ PRIZE: Five-pound box of Huyler’s Candy. 


MUSCALLONGE (Esox Nobilior) 


GRAND PRIZES—For Largest Muscallonge caught between May 1st and Oct. 30th 
FIRST PRIZE: [Firip anp Srream Record Muscallonge Cup, specially designed with winner's name and 
record of fish engraved. 
SECOND PRIZE: One No. 3 jeweled Meek Reel. made by B. F. Meek & Sons. Value $32. 
THIRD PRIZE: Pair of Famous Witch-Elk Hunting Boots, made by Witchell-Sheill Co.; also Neptune 
\. 


Muscallonge reel, made by A. F. Meisselbach & Bro. Total value $20. 
FOURTH PRIZE: Veneer Suit Case, made by National Veneer Products Co.; also a Sportsman's 
Thermos Lunch Kit. made by American Thermos Bottle Co. Total value $13. 35. 


LADY’S SPECIAL PRIZE: Vive pound box of Huyler’s ( andy. 


JUVENILE CLASS (Under 15 years) 
GRAND PRIZES—Four largest Fresh Water Game Fish of its species caught between 
April 1st and October 30th. 

FIRST PRIZE: Order on Chicago House Wrecking Co. for sporting goods selected from > alog to value 
of $10; also $5 worth uf Automatic Striker Spoon Baits, made by S. E. Knowles, and a No. 4 Kraemer 
Pathfinder Compass, made by U. S. Compass Co. Total value $17. 

SECOND PRIZE: Wall Tent complete, 10’ x 12’, made by Indianapolis ‘Tent & Awning Co.; also a No. 5 
Kraemer Pathfinder Compass made by U. S. Compass Co. Total value $14. 

THIRD PRIZE: 1913 Anti-Back-Lash Self-thumbing Reel. jewel caps, made by Redifor Rod & Reel Co., 
Outfit of Ouick Change Bass Baits, made by Skvor & Co.; also No. 6 Kraemer Pathfinder Compass, 
made by U. S. Compass Co. Total value $12. 

FOURTH PRIZE: Order on James Heddon’s Sons for “Dowagiac’ Minnows to value of $4; also a 
Meisselbach Automatic Reel, made by A. F. Meisselbach & Bro., and a Stopple Pocket Kook Kit, 
made by Stopple Pocket Kook Kit Co. Total value $10. 


SALT WATER GAME FISH 


For range, method of taking, tackle and bait to use, as well as the best fishing waters for the following salt 
water game fish, see ANGLER’S AND SporTsMEN’S GUIDE. 


BLUEFISH (Pometomus saltatrix) 
GRAND PRIZES—For Bluefish caught between May 1st and October 30th. 
FIRST PRIZF: One Pneumatic Mattress. made by Pneumatic Mfg. Co. Value $22. 
SECOND PRIZE: Invincible Rod, Greenheart, full G. S. mounted, made by Edw. Vom Hofe Co.; also 
an order on the Vacuum Specialty Co. for goods selected from catalog to value of $10. Total value $18, 
THIRD PRIZE: An order on the Vacuum Specialtv Co. for goods selected from catalog to value of $10; 
also Oxford Grey Shooting Jacket, made by H. H. Kiffe Co. Total value $15. 
FOURTH PRIZE: An order on Abbey & Imbrie fo1 goods selected from catalog to value of $10. 


WEAKFISH (Cynoscion regalis) 
GRAND PRIZES—For Weakfish caught between May 1st and October 30th. 
FIRST PRIZE: Handmade Greenheart Rod, full G. S. mounted, made by Edw. Vom Hofe Co.; also a 


Leslie Safetv Razor Outfit, made by Leslie Mfg. Co. Total value $18. 
BECOND PRIZE: 1 Pike Peerless Senior tool grinder, 1 oil stone, 1 strop hone and 1 sportsman’s sharp- 


LIST OF PRIZES ON SECOND PAGE FOLLOWING 
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The “wireless” action 
between the trigger 
and hammer of a 


FOX GUN 


is the same as that 
between your eye and 
mind—instantaneous. 


HE trigger of a FOX is positive. 
T There is no creep whatever. 
All sportsmen—the trap 
shooter in particular— can appreciate 
this point. 
The hammer of a FOX is the fastest 
hammer in the world. 
Both hammer and trigger have “‘but 
a single thought; two parts that act as 
one—’’ only one of ‘*20 Reasons Why 
the FOX is Superior to All Guns 
Made.”’ 


Ask Your Dealer 


about the Guarantee Tag that is tied 
to every FOX gun. When you handlc 
the gun have him tell you the details 
of this guarantee. Also ask him what 
FOX PROOF means—it’s on every 
genuine FOX gun. 

If your dealer cannot accommodate 
you write us, giving his name, and we 
will see that you get our catalog, de- 
tails of the guarantee and the ‘20 
Reasons Why the FOX is the Finest 
Gun in the World.” 










in the World” 


es) 









The A. H. FOX GUN CO. 


4658 North 18th St.. PHILADELPHIA 






























- 
Recommended by 


WARREN H. MILLER 





THE 


Stopple Pocket 
Kook Kit 


See article in this issue 


“Cook Kits and Cook Fires’’ 


These have not simply been judged upon 
their face value, but subjected to gruelling 
tests of weeks, or even months’ duration, 
in all kinds of weather conditions, in the 
“going light” pack and in the canoeman’s 
outfit. 

So when Mr. Miller picks the Stopple 
Pocket Kook-Kit and gives it foremost 
place in such a comprehensive treatise as 
his article in this issue, and when it is also 
chosen by thousands of other veteran 
sportsmen, army officers, etc., etc.. we are 
safe in stating that your equipment for a 
trip in the open is incomplete without one. 

See it to-day at your dealer’s, or send 
$2.50 direct to us for one by return mail— 
postpaid. 
2x4x8 


Specifications :—Size, 
materia! 


nested, 
weight, 32 0z.; special 


Fits in your pocket 


inches: 
throughout. 


STOPPLE KOOK-KIT Co. 





XY ALMA, MICH. 
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338 $3000.00 PRIZE FISHING CONTEST 


a _ a ————— 


ening stone, by Pike Mfg. Co.; also No. 0583 Rod, made by Julius Vom Hofe. Value $16.50. 
THIRD PRIZE: Four dozen of Johnson's Folding Paper Duck Decoys, made by Wm. R. Johnson. Value $11, 
FOURTH PRIZE: An order on Abbey & Imbrie for goods selected from catalog to value of $10. 


STRIPED BASS (Roccus lineatus) 


GRAND PRIZES—For Striped Bass caught between May lst and October 30th 
FIRST PRIZE: [Fietp anp Stream Record Striped Bass Cup, specially designed with winner’s name and 
record of the fish engraved. 
SECOND PRIZE: One Hand-made Salt Water Split Bamboo Rod, made by John F. Seger. Value $25. 
ee PRIZE: One Meisselbach Free Spool Surf Casting Reel, made by A. F. Meisselbach & Bros.; also 
o. 0593 Rod, made by Julius Vom Hofe. Total value $21. 
FOURTH PRiZE: Suit of Ves-tong Hunting Clothing, made by Ves-tong Mfg. Co.; also Invincible Rod, 
Greenheart, G. S. mounted, 1 piece and butt, made by Edw. Vom Hofe Co. Total value $18. 


CHANNEL BASS (Sciaena ocellata) 
GRAND PRIZES—For Channel Bass caught between April 1st and October 30th. 


FIRST PRIZE: Fiertp anv Stream Record Channel Bass Cup, specially designed with winner’s name and 
record of the fish engraved. 
SECOND PRIZE: One No. 2 Krupp shotgun, made by Ithaca Gun Co. Value $70, D 
—_ = Hand-made Greenheart Rod, G. S. mounted, 1 piece and butt, made by Edw. Vom Hofe 
also Alaska Hunting Jacket, made by Geo. F. Webber. Total value $18. 
FOURTH PRIZE: An order on Abbey & Imbrie for goods selected from catalog to value of $10; also a 
Sportsman's Thermos Lunch Kit, made by American Thermos Bottle Co. Total value $15. 


TUNA (Orcynus thynnus) ATLANTIC COAST 


GRAND PRIZES—For Tuna caught January 1st, 1913—January Ist, 1914 
FIRST PRIZE: [Fir_p anp Stream Record Cup, specially designed with winner’s name and record of 
fish engraved. 
SECOND PRIZE: Set of seven Razors in leather case, made by Clauss Shear Co. Value $25. : 
tron HONOR PRIZE: For exceeding Mr. J. K. L. Ross’ 680 lb. Tuna, Special Tuna Reel, size 9/0, 
ade by Edw. Vom Hofe Co. Value $65. 


TUNA—PACIFIC COAST 


GRAND PRIZES—For Tuna caught on Pacific Coast, January lst, 1913— 
January 1st, 1914—Fish under 100 lbs. accepted 
With rod consisting of butt and tip, and not shorter than 6 ft. 9 in.; tip not less than 5 ft. and to weigh 
not more than 16 oz.; line not to exceed standard 24 thread. 
FIRST PRIZE: Fierp anp Stream Record Cup, specially designed with name of winner and record of fish 
engrave: 
eo PRIZE: One four-piece razor set, made by Geneva Cutlery Co.; also an order on Abbey & Imbrie 
»ds selected from catalog to value of $10. Total value $20. a : 
SPECIAL HONOR PRIZE: For exceeding Tuna Club Record—Split Bamboo Rod, made by Edw. Vom 
Hofe & CG Value $25. 


TARPON (Megalops Atlanticus) 
GRAND PRIZES—For longest Tarpon caught between Jan. Ist, 1913, and Jan. ist, 1914 
FIRST PRIZE: il painting of leaping tarpon. Value $75. 
SECOND PRIZE: “Mills Standard” two-piece Hand Made German Silver Split Bamboo Tarpon Rod with 
Agate Guide and Tip, made by Wm. Mills & Sens. Value $20. 
THIRD PRIZE: One \o. 26 ‘larpon Rod, cork bardle, made by Horton Mfg. Co. Value $14. 
FOURTH PRIZE: Greenheart Hand-made Tarpon Rod, made by Edw. Vom Hofe & Co. Value $12.50. 
SPECIAL HONOR PRIZE (For largest Tarpon taken on ‘‘Aransas Pass Light Tackle Rules’’): 
“Mills Standard” Hand Made German Silver Mounted Split Bamboo Tarpon Rod, with agate guide 
and tip, Aransas Pass Light Yackle P attern, made by Wm. Mills & Son. Value 


It is impossible, with the number of prizes and limited space, to give the 
proper description and illustration of these valuable prizes. By writing the manu- 
facturers represented, a complete catalogue will be sent showing full description of 
any prize in which you are interested. 


AFFIDAVIT 
I hereby swear to statement below made and signed by me before two witnesses and a 
notary public. 


2. re | ee ere ere RE Ss tens sccm eee 
NII oo cay Saisciddwrngmeeeumoeienticleiass PHN ch idiacisussyrenesenoanistees eee 
Rod ased........ scien paaeh Wiaeeaay eateries DD Lc. veusakereneexeeeees BN aAceropenn eae . 
ee oe nee ere Give Mfr’s names of each and fuli specifications. 


Caught by 
MI eon cts rarsuneig ss W501 ar Aero ie alotsleias 








area ae 











ADVERTISING DIRECTORY 9A 








eee 








We guarantee advertising on this page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 








10A ADVERTISING DIRECTORY 


UPONT SMOKELESS POWDER WINS 


Individual Championship of the World 





HE winning of the Olympic Trophy, emblematic 

of the individual championship of the world, and the ’ 
spectacular shooting of the American Team at | 
Stockholm, strengthen the position of these 
world-famous powders. 





High Scores Demonstrate 
Regularity and Reliability 


Individual long runs and the winning of costly trophies ' 
and trapshooting honors with Du Pont Powders are conspic- 
uous items in prominent tournaments. These performances 
are made possible because absolute reliance may be placed 
. upon the uniform behavior of Du Pont Powders. 
Olympic 


Trophy Hef Improve Your Scores This Year 


— By shooting ejther Dupont, Ballistite, Schultze or Empire,—the 


powders the winners shoot when making and breaking records. 
Make sure you have your chosen load—look at the top shot wad. 
If you want to know about the special features of our sporting 
powders, or any information relating to trap or field shooting, 
send your inquiries to Dept. 55. 


E. I. du Pont de Nemours Powder Co. 


WILMINGTON, DELAWARE 
Established 1802 Pioneer Powder Makers of America 











































NO COAT IS BETTER THAN 
ITS GAME POCKET 


The Game Pocket meas- 
ures the life of a Coat, but 
there’s only one Game 
Pocket that prolongs that 
life. Our Patent Game 
Pocket does it, because it’s 
Vater-proof, BLOOD- 
P ROOF. Reversible, Clean- 
able. Makes the Coat last 
for years. The only Hunt- 
ing Coat that’s not thrown 
out before it’s worn out. 

Write for handsome book- 
let, full of interest to a 
Hunter. 

THE GEM SHIRT CO. 
266 West Sth St. Dayton, Ohio 

















Clearer vision means better shooting 


King’s Shooting Glasses 


are used by leading professionals and 
famous amateurs. ade o} 
AKOPOS CRYSTAL —our ex- 
clusive product. Non - magnifying. 
Better p amber. Price $1.50 to 

$7.50. Prescriptions ground to order. 


Send for Catalog A today. 
The F. W. KING Optical Co. 
Cleveland, Ohio 





























Davis Guns “THE GUN THAT BLOCKS THE SEARS” 
The best for the 
least money. 
Fight grades 


to choose 


i AMI SELES LEAL I AEE 








from. Grade A 
Ask For Our Large Catalogue 
N. R. DAVIS & SONS 
Lock Box 700 Assonet, Mass., U.S. A. 
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Now ready! 


The .25 Rim-Fire cartridge is almost 
as well and favorably known as the 
.22 Short. It has power enough so that 
it is used very successfully on deer; so 
accurate it is extensively used in target 
work; and so cheap you can use it 
freely without counting the expense. 


Unless you wish to use center-fire cartridges 
and reload your shells, you will find this .25 
Rim-Fire Marlin repeater the most convenient, 
most economical and satisfactory repeating 
rifle obtainable for medium game and target 
requirements, 


Ideal Hand Book tells all about reloading 
cartridges. Mailed for 6 cents in stamps. 





The 
New 


For rabbits, woodchucks, crows, hawks, foxes and 
geese, get this superb new Model 27 Marlin. Its the only repeat- 
ing rifle in the market using the popular .25 Rim-Fire cartridge. 


1A 









Marlin 





This new rifle is our popular Model 27 re- 
peater adapted to the .25 Rim-Fire cartridge. 
It has the quick, smooth-working “pump” 
action and the modern solid-top and side 
ejector for rapid, accurate firing, increased 
safety and convenience. It has take-down 
construction; action parts removable without 
tools; it’s easy tokeep clean. Has Ivory Bead 
front sight and Rocky Mountain rear sight; 
8 shots at one loading. Price, with 24-inch 
round barrel, $13.15; with octagon Spccial 
Smokeless Steel barre], $15.00. 


Send 3 stamps postage for new catalog showing 
complete line of Marlin repeaters, rifles an 
shotguns. 


The Martin Firearms Co. 


3 Willow Street New Haven, Conn. 




















HUNTING-LODGES, Club-houses, Boat-houses, ete. 
are particularly artistic and comfortable when built 
in the Swiss Chalet-Style. 


ur particular requirements and take com 


We design to suit ye 
jete charge of construction, No job too big—none tvo small, 


“Write for folder G.” Representatives wanted everywhere 


THE SWISS CHALET SPECIALISTS, Inc. 
‘'IFTH AVENUE seeniascmaiata NEW YORK CITY 














THE INFALLIBLE SINGLE TRIGGER 








ABSOLUTELY PERFECT. 
Used now on MORE makes of 
guns than ALL other single trig- 
gers combined. Without it you 
have ONLY HALF agun. Those 
who KNOW, all use the INFAL 
LIBLE. Send for fineillustrated catalogue telling al! about 
single triggers, and save $10.00, 


LANCASTER ARMS CO., Lancaster, Pa. 





PARKER GUNS 


BUILT TO ORDER Le 


PARKER GUNS 
REMAIN 
UNEXCELLED IN 
THEIR POWER 
OF HOLDING 
TOGETHER THE 
SHOT CHARGES 
UNCER HIGH 
VELOCITY AT 
EXTREME 
RANGES 


N. Y. Salesrooms 
32 Warren Street 












PARKER BROS., Meriden, Conn, 
A. W. DuBRAY, Resident Agent 


The manufacturers of the “GLD RELIABLE’ 
PARKER GUMS wish to announce that the 
present is a particularly opportune time to 
place orders for guns built to individual re- 
quirements, a feature ef the guameking 
business to which they have paid particular 
attention. 

Parker Bros. are prepared te supply guns 
in all gauges from eight to twenty-eight 
bore, stocked to suit any purchaser's re- 
quirements, and bored to give any distribu - 
tion of the shet required from cylinder to 
full choke. 






Box 102, San Francisco, Cal. 
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Why Not Get the Best? 
HAENEL-MANNLICHER RIFLES 
GENUINE MAUSER RIFLES 
MANNLICHER-SCHOENAUER RIFLES 
LUGER anD MAUSER AUTOMATIC PISTOLS 


FOR FREE CATALOG ASK YOUR DEALER OR 


H. TAUSCHER 322 Broadway NEW YORK 


Sole Agent United States, Canada and Mexico 


















































Experts Prefer 
Hercules Powders 
In calling attention to scores made at the traps with 
Hercules Sporting Powders, we do not maintain that 
our powder is the principal factor contributing to the 
4 remarkable success of shooters using 
Infallible and E. C. 
used the There’s no use trying to deny that you've got to be 
a good shot to win, no matter what powder you shoot. 
LYMAN The fact that wins are continually made with Hercules 
Brands simply shows that the good shots are using 
. them. This means that, in their judgment, infallible 
Gun Sight y and E. C. are the best powders on the market, for the 
4 2 | top-notchers can’t afford to have any but the best 
and beat him 9 out of 10”’ ' * Zip, | equipment. Neither can you! 
| Remember what the winners are shooting 
“Il was hunting with Lieut. es ’ the next time you buy shells 
He shot a Gov't 45 Springfield, and : HERCULES POWDER. co. 
notwithstanding he was one of the best WILMINGTON, DELAWARE, U. S. A. 
shots in the Army, I could beat him nine : : 
times out of ten. | a2 
“While we were out he shot twenty times 4 
and got one deer. | shot five times with \ No Odor 
the aid of the Lyman Gun Sight, and Lak 
killed four deer in their tracks.” or the AS i 
James Thorning 4 MILITARY MAN? OIL Qe 
Lyman rear sights make a good shot, a better shot—because the eye y—<=>— \ provides perfect lubrication, : 
need only be focused on the game or target, since the eye naturally ena — gn geen nes = 
finds the center of the aperture of our rear sight. : mo ocide; adi Prt pte tc or chill. 
\ They are optometrically correct, scientifically » agg Fhe GS the oe of 
° \ ?ccurate, cannot be thrown out of adjustment, N SS e nite tates an urope, 
and if desired are so constructed that they 1G cone aH — = fl —. oe 
\ Ran es can be locked in absolutely the correct ry Y necessity. Ask your hardware or 
\ a) upright position and in no other. c - sporting goods dealer for a trial 
WN é Write for Catalog bat | (het J =_ at se 35 large bottle 
e ——_ 6 : ia i vn 4 cheaper to buy) at ic. 
3 #* Lyman Gun Sight Corporation = WH. F. NYE. New Bedford, 
4 Dept. D Middlefield, Conn. Sa : 




















LARGEST MANUFACTURERS IN THE WORLD 


High Grade Cedar Decoys 


Our goods are used by the leading Sportsmen and Clubs of the United States. They 
are exact duplicates of nature finished in the most artistic ma . We manufacture 
several grades in all species of Duck, Snipe, Geese, Swan Crow Decoys. Make 
inquiry of your dealer for these goods and write to us for catalogue, 


MASON’S DECOY FACTORY, 456-464 Brooklyn Ave., Detroit, Mich. 





















“PREMIER MALLARD. Keg. U.S. Patent Office 


LANCASTER’S 








“UNDER-&OVER” HAMMERLESS EJECTOR (Pat.) GUN 
These guns, having their barrels placed vertically, give quicker alignment 
and less recoil, and are extremely handy. 20 and 16-bores, specially recommended, weight #@ bout 
5% and 6 lbs., with 28-inch Whitworth Steel Barrels, bored to give excellent results on game. 

: ee Price from 55 Cuineas (288 dollars) 

Write for Leaflet giving full particulars, or call, inspect and try one of these before ordering elsewhere. 


CHARLES LANCASTER & CO., LTD. (ss. sitine'Gcoree v.) 11 Panton St., Haymarket, London, Eng, Est. 1826. 
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ARE MY GUNS WORTH THE MONEY I ASK? 





I sold a gun for $200 to a well-known sporting goods 
house and they placed it on sale for $1100. Can you think of a better inv est-. 
ment? Ask for Catalog, if You Want a Really First Class Arm. = 


FRED ADOLPH GUNMAKER GENOA, N. Y. 




















Over the Traps 


At the Southern Handicap éé OSS” 

May 15th, 1913 The R 280 
Known as the “High-Velocity Ross” 
Mr. R. H. Bruns broke the is the most powerful sporting rifle. 
100 straight on the 16-yard 
targets, being the only one of 
all the contestants to do so. 
He was shooting a 


LEFEVER 


Its muzzle velocity of over 3000 
feet per second gives it a very flat 
trajectory and great power to 
anchor game at all distances. 
This rifle, which took the gold 
medal at Allahabad in 1910, sells 
for less than the best English 
makes which it nevertheless equals 
in finish and surpasses in per- 
formance. 






If you seek a really fine and 
thoroughly up-to-date rifle look 
up the nearest ‘Ross’ agent or 
write for illustrated booklet and 
full information which we send 
free on request. 

Ross .280 Sporting Cartridge 
with copper tube expanding bullet 
(patented) sells at $7.50 per 100 
—Its stopping power and range 
are marvelous. 


ROSS RIFLE COMPANY 
Quebec, Canada 


Agents for the United States :—Post 
& Floto 14 Reade Se. New York. 


280 Calibre 
High Velocity .-- 









Send for our Art 
Catalog 


Shoot the LEFEVER 
Single Trigger This Year 


LEFEVER ARMS COMPANY 


590 MALTBIE STREET SYRACUSE, N. Y. | 

















Magnificent Steel Launch 96 
Complete With Engine, Ready to Run 
~| 18-20-28 and 27 ft. boats at proportionate posses, All lannches tested and fitted with 


Detroit two-cycle reversible engines with speed controlling lever—simplest engine made—starts 
without cranking—has only 3 moving parts—anyonecan run it. The Safe Launch—abso- 
lutely non-sinkable—needs no boatho use. All boats fitted with air-tight compartments—can- 
not sink, leak or rust. W2are sole owners of the patents for the manufacture of rolled steel, 






lock-seamed steel boats. Orders filled the day they are received. Boats shipped to every part 
of the world. Free Catalog. Steel Rowboats, $20. (83) 
} MICHIGAN STEEL BOAT CO., 1346 Jefterson Avenue, Detroit, Mich., U. s. A. 











The Stonebridge Nostale Tent eo The Stenebridge Automatic Folding Lantern 

(Patented.) Opens automatically. Is Light, Simple and Com- 
pact. Invaluable to Hunters, Fishermen and Campers. Made of 
aluminum, brass, and tinned steel plate, with clear mica sides. 


Combines olden , Light 
Weight of Pole ‘and Rapidity 


and Ease in Setting up f Lantern open is 7x414x444 in. Lantern closed is 1x44 x% in. 
Only four pegs required. No guy ropes. Notice Improved Folding Candle Socket 
Adjustable on side hill, Instantly re- Uses either army candle 1% in. ‘nm diameter or standard candle. 
duced in heightin high wind. Pole made Each lantern packed in heavy paper envelope Handsome 


of steel tubing, in sections telescopic. 
Shrinking andastretching of tent automa- 
tically taken care of. 

For Circular and Price-List address 


c. H. Stoneoridge Mtg. co. 


leather case, extra charge. Adopted bv 
U. 8. War Department for use In the 
Army and Navy. Your dealer hae it. 
Send todas for circular. 


23 WARREN STREET, NEW YORK CITY 
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U. S. Agency for the celebrated 


GREENER GUNS 


known the world over as 
UNBEATABLE 


for shooting powers, wearing quality, balance and 
perfect handling. 

We carry a big line of new up-to-date Greener 
guns and will show the best assortment of Greener 
guns the coming season ever shown in America. 








Also U. S. Agents for Curtis’s & Harvey Diamond Smokeless Powder, Francotte 
and Knockabout Guns, Mannlicher-Schoenauer, Mauser and other high power rifles 





Specialists in all that is Best and 
most practical for real Sportsmen 


VON LENGERKE & DETMOLD 


200 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK 














Wear Moccasins 
On that Fishing Trip 


Do you realize that in a little walk of ten miles 
each foot strikes the ground nearly eleven 


MEEK REELS 


Fully guaranteed for two years. 


MOST EFFICIENT. 





thousand times? Do you wonder, then, that Won *; International Tournament 
a slight misfit in your shoe will quickly raise a trophies fer © years. 
blister and put you out of business? Soon the MOST DURABLE. 
fishing season opens. Now’s the time to care Average cost for repairs less than 5 
for your feet. On them depends the success cents per reel per year. 
or failure of your trip. CATALOG FREE. 


















Palmer’s Sao 
Messshend Brand oe) Se 


Moccasins 


are the result of 30 years’ : 
experience and experiment 75 
by the best moccasin makers Cc } é pah 
in America. Made tojit and 
the soft material adjusts to a 
es Ned om 
oat 


every curve of the foot. By 

a special oil tz s 

1 P an process the A—Patent Flap B—Perfect Ponch 
eather is made pliable and C—Smail amount of material between thighs 
absolutely waterproof. 


) 





SSF Oe CIO 








Is a necessity for real comfort 
while exercising 


Send for catalogue 
with styles and prices 


John Palmer Co., Ltd. Always fits perfectly: 7 
. Finest quality welt- 
Manufacturers of bound webbing. Easily cleansed, by boil- 
OIL TAN FOOTWEAR ing, without injury to rubber. 
Fredericton, N. B. At all sporting goods dealers, or sent postpaid on eoelat of 
CANADA waist measurement and 75 cents (stamps accepted) 











The Walter F. Ware Co., Dept. E, Philadelphia 
NRE I 
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embrace every desirable feature. 
7 Made of close-woven water-proof Densol 
iZ 


PPR FECTION se resnate nate 























WMS BEA FZ, cloth, they withstand the hardest usage’ and are moisture, 
ae < eB; - V~ a 
+ ge oe rot and vermin proof. The mattresses of best grade 


rubber coated cloth are extra long to insure restful 
sleep and the bags have an extra flap for protection 
~ in stormy weather. 


SLEEP OUT-OF-DOORS 


and enjoy the exhilaration of a night under the stars. No sleep Deteia owd Ficked Ue 
is more healthful or restful than sleep in the open provided your 

bed is right. PERFECTION sleeping bags with PNEUMATIC MATTRESSES fil every 
requirement. They may be regulated to any degree of hardness or softness, conform exactly to 
the body and take up every irregularity of the ground. They may be inflated in a few minutes 
and deflated and rolled into a small bundle almost instantly. They are a boon to the camper, 
indispensable to yacht and motor boat equipment, and add to the pleasure of automobiling 
for they obviate the necessity of hunting up a hotel when touring. In this respect they save 
their cost in a few days. 

PERFECTION MATTRESSES have been in constant use by the American and 
ed Star Steamship lines for over ten years, and have been adopted exclu- 
sively by many well-known 
sportsmen and explorers. 


Ask for Catalogue C of our guar- 
anteed mattresses for home,camp 
yachtandautomobile, Mailedfree. 


PNEUMATIC 
MANUFACTURING CO. 


a =-  526-17th STREET 
{ -, BROOKLYN, N. Y. 
















































THE REDFIN MINNOW—It Swims Like a Live Fish Handiest 
A top-water bait for Bass and Pickerel Thing 
Ever 
Invented 
For the 
Body No. 27. | A | 
3', inehes long Price 75c Postpaid 9 d ng er. 
Allene teninteane sateal iat or uci, one || HOW'S Hat Ban 
eatin baits appe ein deavbeitadtns adatorn* ‘The brilliant, reflect FI B k PAT. 
“Siriiamersiiaataripecrarsd'e || Ply Book. 25 
mercer ~paiap ton = Pg hy de wane ody, VERY LIGHT AND STRONG 
sa my a” wins ~ ber Mf oe + aeeeal pans (al ante yotioe p mae nee No need to carry pockets and 
’ cg aes basket full of tly books, leader 
JAMES L. DONALY, 137 Court St., Newark, N. J. ccitttesii te Seni The 
Band Fly Book will hold all Flies 
can not 


fall off, yet 
are easy to 
attach & detach. 
“ea Oiled silk bag 





Briggs “Tl ead-in”’ for Minnows you need for a short trip. 


| Can not come off the 
| hat, but is easy to 
remove. Just ‘snap 






Easy to Get in the cap.’ 
but they Does not crush : and pad for leaders 

a ee | the flies, in the pocket. 
Don't Get Out Gin cen 4 eg 
not lose angler will eventually buy. 


Get yours now. 
At your dealer's, or sent post 
paid. Price, first quality (orange) 


OS. 
Pat. Pen — 


Easily attached to a two-quart Mason fruit jar or any other size 





Can be used with large bottles, boxes, etc. Made of transparent 5 hag es 
ot glass—very eae Weight 3% oz.: can be carried in oil tanned sheep skin, $2.00; also in 
yourtackle box. Get one now; sent anywhere postpaid for 50c all other light weight leathers, $2.50 up. 


Descriptive circular free. 


V. C. HOWE, Invir. & mR. 


1667 FILLMORE ST., SAN FRANCISCO, CAL. 


A. C. BRIGGS CO. pesitort aicittcas 


A Good Deal to Dealers—Write today 
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MOONLIGHT BAIT COMPANY’S FAMOUS BAITS 











Moonlight Floating Bait-ORIGINAL and only successful 
LUMINOUS BAIT for Night Fishing. SELF GLOWING. 
Can be used in day time as well. To insure pleasure and FISH, 
get one. Price 65c., postpaid. Trout size, 35c. postpaid. water lure with forward spinner and Bucktail treble hook at rear 






Paw Paw Under- Water Minnow-— A very attractive under- 


Made in three colors ; white, red or yellow. Mention color. Price 


We Also Make Several Other Baits of Positive Merit 65c., postpaid. 


If your dealer does not handle our Baits, write : 
us direct. ‘Send for Illustrated Catalog. LAE MOONLIGHT BAIT CO., Dept. A, Paw Paw, Mich. 








FI . H IN c A Record of pee 


users. 1e answer 


—=_-G ‘i is MERE r. Sold 
‘ on an un 


conditional 
guarantee 





@ Whether you're fishing for 












tackle or getting ready to : cde — ve 

tackle the fish, you need our ‘Seedy peeve 
g00 nds. This year we are again carrying — ialrines 
the best line of rods, reels, lines, etc., as + om vill 
we have always done during the last 52 ice we wi 
years. A vostal will br ing you our 112- new "wet 
page Catz Fn A.” @Our goods are new Net 
guaranteed satisfactory or your money ? . RDS 
hack. 7 money back without a question. Demand “the KING 


MINNOW NET from your dealer. It is the only 
* F | BEST NET MADE. If your dealer can not supply 
= _z8 J. ° MARSTERS | you we will send prep aid on receipt of price. 4x 4 ft. 


$2 $1.75. 2x2 ft. $1.5 
| 51-53-55 Court Street, BROOKLYN, N. Y. CITY aS SS D. e 























W.H. REISNER MFG. CO., Hagerstown, Md. 
z= = Hats. 


DECKER GRAND PRIZE BAITS 
ee 


-s 
ae AND REPUTATION 
BOTH WITHOUT EXTRAVAGANCE OR EXCESSIVE PRICES 


TACKLE—NOTHING ELSE 


In the 1912 contest our tackle figured in the 
catching of eight prize-winning fish. Just ask 


for catalog ‘*F’.”’ 
Made in two sizes, 342 and 2'% ins ; price 50c each 


ABBEY & IMBRIE Send Jor descriptive literaiuae 





The proper size 

The proper color 

They catch fish 

They work like a charm 
SPECIAL BASS CONTEST 

Every Wecker Bait Box contains an entry blank for 

our Special Bass Contest for 1913. The conditions are 

easy and the prizes are worth winning. Results will 

be announced in December Outer’s Book 


BROOKLYN, N. Y. CITY 














18 VESEY STREET NEW YORK] || Decker Bait Company, psi,.uillosty St 
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The Big Ones strike at night and they fight harder 
than you ever even dreamed they could. When they hit A DRY FLY 

—— the “Coaxer”’ it sounds like an explosion and it is followed 
—— by a series of the most savage leaps and plunges imagin- THAT STAYS DRY 
x able. As bass feed in the weeds close to shore at night a 
= weedless bait 1s an absolute necessity. The Luminous 

“Coaxer” ix positively the only weediess night bait 
on the market. We guarantee that you can cast into the 
thickest rushes or lilies in the dark without snagging 
It is a surface bait with red wings and tail and a white 





body. which gives off a phosphorescent glow that is irre “Coaxer’” Floating Flies are 
sistible Send stamp for color catalog of baits. flies. 9 veal sure enough floaters. 
trout and bass spoons, leaders, fly dressing materials. etc They have solid cork bodies 


° hat are coated with cellu- 
& Our New Braided Silk Casting Line. Give ita trial You wil) § 

t easier and farther and catch more fish than ever before. It is smal- we Macon + yemtncsees 
ler, paenaes and smoother than any other No.5 line. Guaranteed to be the best that ho 4 .atsag salty J xy 
money can buy. Per 50 yd. spool. 75c. postage 2c Can be had two spools connected th ve ecoccng . t the f “t 
Our folder, ‘Care of a Bait Casting Line."’ will save you money. Free with each hne. ey Gure Co ge je en. 
Trowt, 6 Colors, $1.35; 12, $2.65 


W. J. JAMISON. Dep. F, 736 S. California Av., CHICAGO, ILL. ff Bess, 6 Colors, 1.65; 12, 3.25 


JA PECIAL 


DESIGNED FOR CASTING = 


COAXER BAITS 


Postage. 2 cts. Each. 




















All advertisements are indexed—See page 2A 
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GENUINE PALMER 


Waterproof Oil Tan Moccasins 




















Tanned and manufactured by the Original 
JOHN PALMER who for over thirty years 
has made the best moccasins in North America. 


GENUINE PALMER MOCCASINS 


In complete assortment for immediate delivery. 
For Fishing, Hunting, Camping, Canoeing, 
Tramping. In Camp or on the Trail, Afoot, 
Afloat or Ahorse. For the Woods, the Plains 
and the Mountains. Styles that will deliver the 
service and the Acme of Comfort. Made by 
men who know how. Cedied da tuned 





Sole Agents for U. S. A. 


CLARK-HUTCHINSON 
COMPANY, Boston, Mass. 





Strathcona Legs. 
Style 52 

















F, h ! No More 
FISHING TACKLE AND ISHherMeND . wer Feet 
SUMMER SPORTS Here's a waterproofer for your shoes—not a 
~ can leak in if they're 0 with 
Our 1913 Illustrated 128-page catalogue, : re 
which we mail free upon request, is a verit- == KEEPS 
able encyclopedia for the Fisherman, E THE FEET NO 
Camper, Canoeist, and lover of outdoor It's an ideal permanent waterproofer for use 
life. We carry everything worth carrying | by fishermen, hunters, trappers and sportsmen 
for the sportsman, and our prices are al- generally —for anyone who is out of doors. 
wavs right A liquid, waterproof dressing with a base of 
ays rignt. pure rubber. It soaks down into the leather 


pores, seams and stitches of the boots and 
shoes, and protects them absolutely against wet. 





Sporting Goods Exclusively 























VON LENGERKE & ANTOINE || __ Piotect your gua cases, hunting coats and 
340 So. Wabash Ave., Cor Van Buren St., CHICAGO Use Leakanot on your fishing lines to keep 
the water from rotting them. It will not y / 
— shffen — make them clumsy — jus / 
rotects them jf 
6 “ ” Ges the water. / / 
Damem Mosquitoes wy 4 gave 
GET A | ealer, 
druggist, 
Jersey Lid|) i: 
y 1 genera j 
BEFORE GOING mae ui 50 
Camping or Fishing ja. cn. 
. Will last a 
Good for Day or Night. season. 
“Don’t be a Fool” and ; 
spoil that Trip. Ah 
Nag 50 cents each, postpaid. N ation al , 
CAPITOL NOVELTY CO. Rubber Co M 
P.O. Box 516 SPRINGFIELD, ILL.| | 93 Narco Bide aoe 
Jobbers Send for Prices. | ST. LOUIS, MO. 








— - ———— _ 
We guarantee advertising on this and opposite page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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Gives white, penetrating light. Burns Acetylene gas. Can be 
Lamp 334 inches high, weighs fastened to cap or belt, carried 
(ready for use) 5 ounces. in hand or stood upon table. 


Will not blow out—absolutely safe. No oil or grease. 

The Baldwin Camp Lampmakes nights in On “hikes” through the woods it is un- 
camp just as pleasant as during the day equalled because it projects its light 150 
because it gives the best artificial light feet and prevents stumbling and bad falls 
next tosunlight. Rowing or canoeing at over obscure obstacles. It makes auto- 
night is made perfectly safe. mobile repairing an easier, pleasanter task. 

It is the official Boys’ Scout Lamp for all round uses. i 
\\ For sale by leading Hardware and Sporting Goods Dealers—sent prepaid on 
receipt of price. Brass $1.00; highly polished nickel with hinged handles 


$1.50. Larger lamp in catalogue. 
ae Free illustrated catalogue and instrugfive booklet “Knots and How 
to Tie 3 . ; 





\ 


ie Them.” Give name and address of your dealer. 
JOHN SIMMONS CO. 
7 Franklin Street, New York City 


41 St. Nicholas St., Montreal, Can. 
246 Hansford Block, San Francisco, Cal. 











A BASS WON’T BITE 
but WILL STRIKE because of 
a fighting quality—it’s nature. 


9 
BULL DOG won’t bite sn cuundenabidn ahiatcen 
because of a mild quality — it’s : 1 
nature, but will strike the spot 
because it’s made in “Old Ken- 
tucky,’’ of carefully selected leaf, 


sweet and fragrant. On your next GET IN THE 


poctrou cine ote | PISHING GAME 
AND GET IN RIGHT 


Might just as well have real tackle that won't 
| fail you at the critical moment. That's the 
kind we make. Our Tackle Catalog places 
this great store right at your disposal. You 
may order with every assurance of getting 
the proper goods, for we are Fishing Tackle 
Specialists. Your money back if the goods 
don’t suit. 
Write to-day for a copy of the best 
Tackle Catalog in the land. It is free. rad 


H. H. MICHAELSON 




















os 
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. 
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—it is backed with 50 years of knowing 
how tu cure tobacco of the biting habit. 


@ The first load will make BULL DOG 
your pet tobacco—and any pipe, froma 
cob to meerschaum a friend forever. 
BULL DOG won't bite—don’t need a 
muzzle. 


10c TINS EVERYWHERE 


@ If your dealer doesn’t keep BULL 
DOG-—send us 10c coin or parcel post 
stamps and we will mail you a full 10c tin. 


@ For your camping or fishing trip try 


this. 

FREE OFFER 
@ For one dollar bill ($1) we 
will mail a one pound tin, in- 
cluding FREE our handsome 
Ormolu gold plate 22K fob with 
fired red enamel BULL DOG. 


Lovell-Buffington Tobacco Co. 


COVINGTON, KY. 





912 Broadway : Brooklyn : New York City 
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~ Never. Leak ‘DAN BEARD” TENT 


nf that 
, | z you want or 
L could get ina 
)] sportsman’s boot— 
comfort, wear, ease, protec- 
tion, good looks and good - : 
fit, you will find brought to The “Dan Beard” tent 
its highest power in this combines the good features of several styles of “‘wood 
“Never Leak” of Russell’s. homes” and overcomes objections to other patterns. Can 
It’s built for business and always be kept dry inside by building a fire close to the 
guaranteed to fill the bill or front. Steep pitch to the roof sheds water well. The 
you get your money back. short roof in front is a great protection and makes more 



























is worthy of its name. It 


Send 16 inch, like cut, extra select floor space available. The door may be tied down, 
for tan chrome cowhide, highest i extended as awning, or thrown back out of the way. 
the = smooth iL Made in three sizes and of several kinds of material, 
Book 50 gol including our new “Nilo” Waterproof Silkaline. The 
that $6: gi W.C. workmanship is excellent and the price is reasonable. 
— P LL Vrusseit Send For Complete Catalogue 
Line Moccasin(@. We want you to know more about our tent specialties; also 
in Factory <A Berlin camp:rs’,, hunters’ and anglers’ supplies. 


Ask for our Sportsmen’s Handbook Number 575. 


New YORK SPORTING Goops Co., 


15-17 Warren Street, near Broadway, New York 


Wik 











Campers, Hunters and Fishermen | | | Barthel Juwel Boat and Camp Stove 








Keep your equipments dry and WATER TIGHT BY USING Barns Without Odor 


PERFECTITE A-Meal-In-A-Few-Minutes 
WATERPROOFING 


It prevents mildew, doubles the life or service of the 
fabric, keeps it pliable and waterproofs everything. 
Is guaranteed, if simple directions are followed. <A 
two pound can will cover about 100 square feet. Put 
up in 1, 2 and 5 pound cans, Plain or Transparent, 
Tan and Dark Brown, at 35c per pound. 

Perfectite is in a semi- solid torm. Thin with a 
little gasoline and it is ready for use. 

If your dealer cannot supply you, add 5c per pound 
for delivery by Parcel Post and send order to us. 


PRICE FIRE AND WATER PROOFING CO. 
Dept. F. Poughkeepsie, N. Y. | 


WINCHESTER’S HYPOPHOSPHITES OF LIME AND SODA (Dr. Cxvrcuitt’s Formula) 
and WINCHESTER’S SPECIFIC PILL ARE THE BEST RESIEDIES FOR 


vai. NERVE F 
or E FORCE 
Debilitated 


They contain no Mercury, Iron, Cantharides, Morphia, Strychnia, Opium 
The Specific Pill is purely vegetable, has been tested and prescribed by physicians, and has pro 





Generates Gas from Kerosene 
Giving Hot Blue Flame 


Absolutely Safe Even If Over- 
turned While Lit 


6A like cut. Sent on receipt of Money 
Price $4.00 each 


Globe Gas Light Co. 
27 Union St., BOSTON, MASS. 



































. Alcohol or Cocaine. 


ven to De the Dest and most efiective treatment 
known to medical science tor restoring impaire d Vitality, no matter how origin ally caused, as it reaches the root of the ailment Our remeaies 
are the best of their kind, and contain only the best and purest ingredients that money can buy and science produce; therefore we cannot offer 


free samples 
Price. ‘Express prepatdin the U ¢’ No Humbug, C. O. D., or Treatment Scheme 
PERSONAL OPINIONS: ar — Wor Neur nathonts The Hypop “yea tom are our mainstays.—Dr. JAY G. ROBERTS, of Philadelphia, Pa, 


ertify to the extreme — ty of your Pas. ypophosphites or L. PITKIN, New York. 
I have taken this ex¢ remedy (Winchester’s Hyp a _ tes Lime an yia) as a Nerve Food by my Physician’s order, It has so greatly bevefited 
me that I hope other —— may be helped likewise. —Mis LLA H. JOHNSON, e~ vin zee , New York 
I don't think there is a more honest remedy for Nervous * De bility than your Specific Pi ‘pa R., Princeton, 1 
I find your remedies excellent,—Assistant Attorney G ral, N. D. 
aoa: W inchester & Co., 614 Beekman Blidg., N. Y. Est. 55 years. 


We guarantee advertising on n this a and ‘opposite > page ‘provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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Our Expert Casting Line 


Hard Braided, of the Highest Grade of Silk. The 

Strongest Line of its size in the World. Used by 

Mr. Decker in contest with Mr. Jamison. Nuf sed. 
Every Line Warranted. 50 Yard Spools 1.00 


Trout Flies 


For Trial---Send Us 
8c fercinsssorte’ dogse: Quality A 


f 
I 

BOC eatin prices soe, Quality B 
Fora assorte 











oom Quality C 
aeuneies coset Tes Te 
Se Or tn seecrens dome, Ge ae 
2.50 for an assorted dozen. English Salmon 


Regular price... 














Steel Fishing Rods 





WE MO 6 OP OG Feet... cccccccccces $1.00 
BAIT RODS, 644, 656 ar 8 feet... oocccece 1.25 
CASTING RODS, 4%. 5% or 6 feet........ 1.50 


CASTING RODS, with Agate Guide and Tip 2.50 
CASTING RODS, full Agate Mountings... 3.75 





ORIGINAL and GENUINE 


OLDTOWN CANOES 


Introduced and made famous by us. 
16 to 19 ft. 


OH THO 


The H.H. Kiffe Co. elit 


Illustrated Catalogue free on wee... diy 





|Special Rod Offer 


FOR THE MONTH OF JULY ONLY 


LA. — 


™ = 


. Lu 


‘a 
Send us $3.25 and 15c. for Delivery 


and we will send you, by return mail, a beautiful 
steel Western style bait casting rod, either 4'2, 
5, 5%, 6 or 6'2 feet, the product of the famous 
“Bristol” steel rod makers. 

The rod has cork handle, nickel mountings, solid 
metal reel seat and detachable finger hook; trimmed 
with three extra large genuine agate guides and 
agate casting tip-top, all German silver mounted. 
Packed in flannel partition bag. Money back if 
not more than satistied. 


180 PAGE TACKLE CATALOG 


If you want our Catalog, and you do want it 
and need it, we will send it on receipt of 10c. to 
cover postage. We allow the 10c. on your first 
order. This Catalog is free with the above rod 
or with any purchase of $1 or more. 














Every article listed is guaranteed to be abso- 
lutely reliable and exactly as represented. 


EDW. VOM HOFE & CO. 


94-95 Fulton Street New York 

















Saperior Trout and Bass 
Minnow Spinner 
designed f 




















AND 





Stove Pipe Ring, 50c. and $1. 
DEAL 


EVERY TENT OWNER NEEDS A 
Hanlon Tent Window and Ventilator 


Superior Specialty Co, 
1] Gireen Street, Akron, Ohio 








in. _Efanlon Tent Stovepipe Ring 


Rip the seam—do not cut the tent. 

Real windows that give light, air and ventilation just as regu/ar windows do. Have a 
stove in your tent with all the comfort and safety of a kitchen. Window and Ventilator, $1.00; 
-repaid. /ilustrated catalog on reques 
ERS: Write for our special 1913 proposition, and geta live money making line, 


. \ ; THE HANLON" TENT RING Co., - Albuquerque, N. M. 


For Liquor and Drug Users 


A scientific treatment which has cured half a million 


in 

wh 
ter 
Fo 


Hot Springs, Ark Portland, _Me. 
; Omaha, Net 
Manchester, N. H. 
Bullalo, N. ¥ 
Greensboro, N.C. 
Columbus, Ohio 





~ All advertisements 


the past thirty-three years, and the one treatment 
ich has stood the severe test of time. Adminis- 
ed by medical experts, at the Keeley Institutes only. 
r full particulars write 


To the Following Keeley Institutes : 


Oklahoma City, Okla., 918 N. Stil t. Waukesha, Wis 
Philadelphia, Pa., 812 N. Broac 4 Winnipes, Mar toba ; 
Pittsburgh, Pa., 4246 Fifth Ave. Guatemala City, Guatemals 
Dallas, Tex Puebla, Mexico 

Salt Lake City, Utah, London, England 

Seattle, Wash. 





are indexed—See page 2A 
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Fly Rods 


Out in the open, breathing the purest air, 








always interested, thrilled with the satisfac- 

tion of a good cast. playing your intelligence 

against the cunning of the fish, free from 
worry—that's fishing? 

The picture shows the fisherman examining 

the tip of his “BRISTOL” Fly Rod—the 

newest model—No. 29. It is the lightest 
steel fly rod made, about 5% oz, Its light 
weight, flexibility and balance have made it 

a quick favorite everywhere. In 814 foot 

length only. Three joints, locking reel band. 

Price $6.50. 

Nos. 9 and 14 are two other “BRISTOL” 
Fly Rods which are very popular. All 
“BRISTOLS” are guaranteed three years. 

Your dealer has the “BRISTOL” you 

want for any kind of fishing. If not, we 

will mar oy’ you 
ATALOG FREE 
Clllustrated below) 
Write for it today. Address 
THE HORTON MBG. CO. 
81 Horton Street Bristol, Cena. 
































DIRECTORY 


>») 
SVONEVUAOOUEREUUOUOOOEGHOREDODOGHCOUCOUONIOUUOORROOGODOOROOOOUUOOUAUOEORDSODSEADUSEOSEONASisUROROAEOROHiOeEosoEeDeteetCoReeResosenesseeneOeNIAEIIS \ \ 


FIVE YEARS 


T takes five years of steady conscientious 
practice to learn how to cast perfectly, 
but if you use a 


SOUTH BEND 
ANTI-BACK-LASH REEL 


you are an expert caster in five seconds, 
because with this reel, any man, woman 
or child can cast and cast perfectly with- 
out tangling or back lashing the line. Y« mu 
get BIG fish when you cast and casting is 
one of the grandest and most thrilling of 
all healthful sports. 

You will never know the real enjoyment 
of fishing until you have cast for fish and 
this reel enables you to do so without prac- 
tice. It is made of solid german silver 
with jewelled bearings. 


Beautifully illustrated catalog in colors describing 
reel and fishing tackle sent free upon request. 


SOUTH BEND BAIT COMPANY 
2223 Colfax Ave. . SOUTH BEND, INDIANA 
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Dry Fly Fishing 


Put it to the proof 


SEND ONE DOLLAR 


(Post office Money Order or U. S. paper money) 





Floating Flies and one best tapered 
leader for same. 

We will add a copy of the finest cata- 
logue of fishing tackle ever published in 
any country (contains 16 plates of flies 
in color) and a beautiful little pocket 
fish register. 


C. Farlow & Co., Ltd. 


10 Charles Street St. James Square, 5. W. 
LONDON, ENGLAND 





England’s Premier Fishing Tackle Manufacturers 
Established 1840 








For one dozen best assorted and named | 


Big Appetites 
Thank These Baskets 


A small piece of ice ina Hawkeye Re- 
frigerator Basket keeps lunch and bottles 
cold all day. An outdoor lunch from a 
“Hawkeye” doubles the pleasure of your 
motor boat or auto trip. Rids you of 
unappetizing food or drinks! Our 
Free Booklet tells all you wantto . 
know about outdoor lunches. Ke 
Maske — ade 

. uN 









The Hawkeye “Tonneau” 
fat c rat 





i ct an 1 dusip ‘Stra apped with The 

ni che su ated he nl -fas t buckle. All prices Hawkeye 

most reasonabi “Tonaean® 
“‘A rest Hawkey add zest 
anda to the trip 


Refrigerator Basket 


The Hawkeye Fitted cana | Radint—® — 
fledged din ¢ outfit, co 2 

saucepan, plates, cups, ku 
et 4 complete luncheon 


Write! 









es, fo a oons, 
outfit for large 












Send for our P es on Refrigerator Bas 
kets. Ask for Fr rkh—tells all about 
basketa, contains recipes for ontdoor 
dis We send you name of “Hawk 
dealer in your communit Write now, 


while you think of it 








keve 


flaw 
Fitted Lunch Basket 


The Burlington Basket Co. 


45 Main Street, Burlington, lowa 





We guarantee advertising on this and opposite page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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50 buys this 
GUARANTEED 
























Unheard of Introductory Price 


Wall Tents Full weight, 8 oz. Duck, double lap 


seams, complete with tent poles, 
ropes, pins, etc. All ready to set up—Wonderful bargains. 





oa ‘" 9.10 axis eee | 17.25 
These Exceptional Bargains 


are offered for ashort time only. Save money by buy- 
ing direct from the largest, most reliable manufact- 
urers of Tents, Awnings and Campers’ supplies in 
the country. Supplying the U. S. War Department. 

Let us tell you about our new Watershed and Mildew 
Proof Process. Write at once for free descriptive 
booklet and pricelist on everything made of canvas. 


Get your letter to us quick before 
these big bargains are snapped up. 


THE HETTRICK BROS. COMPANY 
1212 Fernwood Avenue Toledo, Ohio 


GOING FISHINGy, 


—Then you want FISH—the alert, game, fighting kind—so 

hard to ce pa hook and oe ordinary methods. The 

surest and ckest way t e fish, is with SKVOR’S @ 
QUICK IN TERCHANGE ABLE BAITS— (invented and per- 

fected by a practical fisherman). Carry in hip-pocket—com- 
plete, for any kind of fish, anywhere, any time, any condition 
of water or weather, casting or trolling. ‘No coaxing—no tying 
or cutting line—no moving around—just stand still and work 
thirty-six INSTANTANEOUS COLOR COMBINATIONS, in 
quick succession. When you flash the right one, he’ ll strike—and 
when he strikes, at this bait, he’s hooked—you’ve GOT HIM. 


“® This Is What Gets Him 


= SKVOR’S PAT’D ATTRACTOR is the main feature of this re- 
morene bait. It makes the Vo papier. guick-color-changes 

















a 


--gives the unique, ke act fon and attractive 
Sopearanse, in the water, Shieh saccaslg lures game fish to 
al pas k> whethe ehunery or not If your dealer doesn’t sell 
J **good 5} ’ thrill-producers, send us your 


‘order (PRIC 232. >. 20 PRE PAID)or write for particulars 
d handsome — tree. 


SKV f 103 First Ave. W., 
sae ay Cedar Rapids, ta. 
No "Back » Absolutely Self-Spooling JUST WHAT 
or “Bird- YOU'RE 
Nests” with 


THIS REEL. ; ~ —~ LOOKING 


SPECIALLY DESIGNED 
FOR NIGHT FISHING 



















Write NOW— Before you forget it— 
for CATALOG with FULL ropngg 
. WAYNE 


Rider Casting Reel Co. *7 INDIANA 








The 
Brilliant Searchlight 





This is the light to show your way through the woods when 
hunting, fishing, driving or any kind of night wor t has 
aluminum locomotive re lector. Flame is protected with a 3% in. 
convex lens, may be tilted up or down, burns § hours with ‘one 
filling, costs 3 cents, wi ll — ithe eyes of a cat for 300 yards. 
Style 1—Single lens, $5 L., $6.00. Int. L., $6.50 
Style 2- Adjustable Candle A seth Burner, add 50) cents 


Style 3—Adjustable Flat Flame Burner, add $1.00 
Style 4—Adjustable Flat Flame Burner, Self Lighter, add $2.00 


The Northwestern Clasp Knife 


The knife for every hunter, opened or closed with one hand 

slade is locked open or « losec How important it is at times 
to be able to hang on with one hand and reach to your side and 
take a knife that is opened at the grasp. 

Made of best material and workmanship. German silver 
bolsters, heavy polished brass lining, selected stag handle, 
fully warranted. Weight, 4 ounces. Length over all when 
open, 9's in.; when close d, 5 in.; cutting edge, 4 in. 

Sold by all dealers or direct, postpaid on ppicaibele of price, $2.5 


Send for circular 


R.C. Kruschke, 2007 Superior St., Duluth, Minn. 














“AUTOMATIC STRIKER” SPOO 






A Wonderful Lure, Automatically hooks the fish the instant he 
strikes, Fish jerks hook out of spoon and sudden stop at bottom 
drives it de eper and he can’t escape. Does not spin, 
ias a motion like a fish, Always hooks’em in 
the MOUTH because hook is right in bowl 
of spoon. Can’t fail, No dangling 
hooks. Does not kick up afuss and 
scare fish. Great for Pickerel, 
Muscallunge, Bass,Salmon, 
Trout, Tarpon, and all 

striking fish, 


iw This ad, and 60¢ will 
buy a2 5-8 in, spoon or 
31-4 in, spoon, regular price 75¢. 
This ad. and 75e will buy a 4 1-2 in. 
spoon, regular price $1. Only one to a per- 
son at these introductory prices. Your dealer 
will accept this ad. or if he can’t supply you, we will. This offer will 
800n be withdrawn, so get busy! Money back if desired. Circular free. 












S.E.IKNOWLES, 71 Fourth St. San Francisco, Cal. 





















FOR SALE 


This fine Buffalo Head and 
Buffalo Robe—killed Dec. 
1912. Write for targa 
sheet of game heads, ries 
and rugs. Life size speci- 
mens elk, deer, mt. sheep, 
wolf, lynx. etc. 

J.C. Miles, Taxidermist 


1742 Broadway, Denver, Colorado 























Launch with Engine $9 4-50 


16, 18, 20, 23, 27, 28 and 35 footers at proportionate prices, 
f including Family Launches, Speed Boats. Auto Boats and Hunting 
Cabin Cruisers. We are the world’s largest Power Boat manatactunes Ts. 
A NEW PROPOSITION TO DI MONSTR ATING AGEN 
Sixty-four different models in all siz to ship, equipped with the 
simplest motors made: start without cranking; only three moving parts; 
ten-year-old child can run tkem. Boats and engines fully guaranteed. 
0 Fong owners. Write today for large Free Iilustrated Catalog. 
IT, ¥ 


1104 Jefferson Ave. 





All advertisements are indexed—See page 2A 
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MEISSELBACH 


_ FISHING REELS 





This i is the steel rod you have heard and 
read so much about—the rod that is instantly adjust- 
able to any and every requirement. 

4 It is tne one rod that is designed to fit all 
of the general and emergency requirements 
of every fisherman better than any other. 
It is a rod that you will be proud to own 

: “a and use throughout your entire fishing 14 
aay expedition—a rod that, at any length, 

is light, strong, flexible, durable and — o 
guaranteed absolutely satisfactory in 7 
every respect. 


theHoliand 


Telescopic Steel Rod | 








WO 








C 

Elegant, light and correctly bal- 
anced. ll joints of seamless sted 
tubing, scientifically tempered, gu 
anteed against defects. Made with = 
piece reversible handle, cork grip and reel 
locking device, mounted with your own 

selection of guides. Prices at your 

dealer’s, or prepaid 64.75 and up. 


Get Your Copy of This Booklet FREE 


A mere post card request from you 0&8 
today will bring this lavishly illus- 
trated booklet, describing and 
picturing the many styles in 
Holland Rods by return mail, 
Address Dept. I, 


THE HOLLAND ROD CO, 
HOLLAND, MICHIGAN 
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It makes reels run right 
ac 


oil. 
—ALWAYS. No sticking, no jerking, no 
lashing. Just an easy, steady action that feeds or 
reels the line evenly, smoothly at any speed. 


all need ‘*3 in One”’ 


in One”’ prevents rust on steel rods, prevents 
eracking of cane or bamboo rods and makes all joints 
fit snugly. Makes silk or linen lines stronger and 
last ionger. Prevents twisting and tangling 
Try “*3 in One” yourself at our expense 
FREE Write at once for ample bottle and book- 
—both free. Librarv Slip in every package 


3 vs ONE OIL CO., 152 New St., New York 
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“ce . 

catch’’ will always be 
more satisfactory, when you 
use a Meisselbach Fishing Reel. 
The ‘‘Meisselbach’’ represents accuracy 
and perfection in reel construction. Pos- 
esses many unusual advantages, quickly and 
fully appreciated by ‘ ‘knowing” fishermen. 














The ‘““Takapart’’ and ‘Tripart’’ Bait Casting Reels— 
beautifully light—perfectly balanced— swift running— 
silent. A fine friction adjustment prevents back-lashing. 






Widely used by expert anglers and tournament winners 
Your dealer can furnish the exact ““Meisselbach”’ 
you want. If not, we will supply you. Takapart, 
$4; Tripart, $3; Meisselbach Automatic Reel, 
with the speed governor, $3.50: etc. 
FREE. Write for Handbook 
on Bait Casting, and de- 
scribing Meisselbach 
Reels for allkinds of 
fishing. 
A, PF. MEISSELBACH 
& BR 





















Congress St. 
Newark, N. J 












The Fish That | 
Didn’t Get Away 


that big one—lande ae this time —thanks 

to this han cal? eat ches— 

th 18 inches, Ho Nts fish from t 
unds 


MARBLES: 
CLINCHER GAFF 


contre a a 










sin a wink 
t mangle 








ne hand; ck 








sportsmen free, 


Marble Arms & Mfg. Co. 


525 Delta Ave., Gladstone, Mich, 








Bait Casters—The “Bass Hog” 


“IT’S THE KINGBOLT IN MY BAIT WAGON” 
—Clarence E. Mulford in Bait Casting for Bass — 
Field and Stream, May, 1911 


Individual Orders Filled by : Two Styles, 50c Each, Postpaid 
T. J. BOULTON, 32 Lauderdale St., Detroit, Mich. 














WEED GUARDS DON’T CATCH FISH 
THE MONOGRAM 
DUPLEX HOOK 
Has no w guard 
| bes: is absolutely 
weedless, It is the 
only hook that is 
both open or weediees, instantly con- 
aia ae EEL ne te 
\\_ ae THE MONOGRAM. CO. (not Ine.) 

Das Lewiston, Idaho. 


















Built like Government Torpedo Boats, of tough, puncture-proof, galvanized steel 
joined togetherthat a leak is impossible, The Mullins Steel Boats are guaranteed acait 
MOTORS: The Loew yeViotor €- Cyc le and 
Ferro 2-Cycle. Light, powerful, simple, can be operated by the beginner, start like automobile motors, 
one man control, never stallat anyspeed, cxhaustsilently under water. Beautiful illustrated book, free. 


THE W. H. MULLINS CO., World’s Largest Boat Builders, 127 Franklin St., Salem, Ohio 
EEL ROW BOATS AND CEDAR CANOES 


ree 80 securely 
t puncture, leak- 


ing waterlogging, warping, drying out, opening seams, ete, 
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OUTFITTERS FOR EXPLORERS, CAMPERS, 
PROSPECTORS AND HUNTERS 


LIGHT WEIGHT WATER AND ROT PROOF TENTS ASK ABOUT OUR GREEN TENTS 





OUTING CANOES 
CLOTHES 

— A BERCROMBIE’S FISHING 
LAI TACKLE 
OUTFITS TRADE CAMP MARK GUNS AND 
FOOTWEAR AMMUNITION 


VON LENGERKE & ANTOINE, Chicago Agents 


Davip TT. ABERCROMRBIE Co., Bil BROADWAY, N. WY. 


AMERICAN AGENTS, NEWLAND. T mgr agel & CO... SAFARI OUTFITTERS, NAIROBI, B. E, AFRICA 
AGENT FOR GOLD MEDAL CAMP FURNITURE CO. 








SEND FOR ILL STRATED CATALOG F PLEASE NOTE NAME AND ADDRESS 
TAKE A PORTABLE STOVE) | GRAND PRIZES LAKE TROUT CONTEST 
To Your Camp The only contestant who won two prizes 
in the 1912 Lake Trout Contest, used the 
This Summer METAL LINE MFG. COMPANY'S 
OUTDOOR PLEASURE WITH *metal lines, winning second and_ fourth 
HOME CONVENIENCE prizes—24)4 and 22 pounds. The seven 
the A&A isaSolid Brass wick- largest fish caught by this contestant aver- 
tordega amyistoves Si aan aged 16 pounds. He attributed his suc- 
| blue, hot flame that will not cessful results to our lines. We are the 
Sate eh aps originators of metal fishing lines, and 
packed in brass-mounted fibre make the best deep trolling line in the 
cag pe world. Write for free ation and cir- 
Weizhs but 51lbs. Will boil apot culars, etc. 
, ee once gpl METAL LINE MFG. COMPANY 
THEA G&A MANUFACTURING co. 849 MANIDA STREET NEW YORK CITY 
1258 Manhattan Bidg. CHICAGO, ILL. 














Mosquitos Are Poisonous! 

Protect ye irself from dangerous insect 

\ stings with L-Z-B Paste. Keeps them away 
*)—prevents blood poison, reduces swelling, 


eases pain. Antiseptic, plez asant, does not injure the 
9 . skin. pecs 25¢ for season’s supply. Agents wanted. 


LOTZ BROS., Dept. 53 St. Louis, Mo 








Everything in Good Fishing Tackle 
Manufacturers of the 
Genuine Bray Fly Book 


75 cts. to $5.00 ARE BEST 
Superior to any other. SEND FOR CATALOGUE \__~ 


New a just out. Send for copy. (AQ ee eenan aimless CHARLES F. ORVIS) NETS 


374 Washington St., Boston, Mass. MANCHESTER VER 2 MONT 







































It won't cost you as much as you thong zht to enjoy ead diay -asure of motor 
ating this summer The old, re mete bl ‘ke 

li direct from factory to you at 6 saving. No dealers’ 

fits to pay: 


immediate Delivery. Six models, all guaranteed for one year, and 
sold so days’ trial, Ne 





strings to this offer, no freight to pay 
~ : J st send fer any of our complete outfits, and if it doesn’t dehght 
“s 2 a. end it back at our expense, 

e uN ag : - otor and « sae outfit 
. — The 1% cM. sa pow'n in Must rat $36.25 
= : s i Pos “i elf motor boatin 
=, -| i ay to buy by writi poor ay our 1913 

It's ¥ e to start—get busy 


LOCKWOOD-ASK MOTOR CO., 315 Horten Ave. Jackson Mich. 
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The “Chippewa” Bait 
Enthusiastically Endorsed A= 
by Noted Angling Expert 4.” 


“For a fifth lure I selected No. 5 (see cut), at pres- a 
ent a little-known bait, but one that is destined to - 
become very popular. Unfortunately, it was not 
placed in the market until late last fall, and so by 
most of us received only a tentative try-out. It is 
weighted so that it a/ways travels in an upright posi- 
tion, and the spinner in the open body whirls most 
attractively. Where used it has proven very suc- 
cessful.” 







Is there another bait upon the market to-day, which after being before an- 
glers less than eight months had attained the position accorded the “Chippewa” 
in Mr. O. W. Smith’s “Some Confessions of a Bass Maniac” in the June issue of 
TFirELD AND STREAM, quoted above? 


According to Mr. Smith—an expert of many years’ standing, and one who 
knows whereof he speaks—if he could have but five lures in his kit—if he 
had to throw out all but five of the most reliable and best—the “Chippewa” 
would have its place among the “tried and proven” five. 


We do not ask you, Mr. Angler, to throw out your other lures and replace 
them with “Chippewas,” but take a tip from Mr. Smith, and see that three 
or four “Chippewas” are in your tackle box when you hike out on that trip 
this season. Try them alongside of your other baits in any kind of water, 
and see why Mr. Smith, and lots of other experts as well, have so eagerly 


iy | welcomed this new bait. 





Let us whisper the rea- 
son! The spinner set 
in the body of the bait 
puts the glitter where 
it ought to be—where 
it is in a live minnow 
Then, too, it cannot 
gather weeds or get 
banged or twisted. 





Perfect hook presentment Weedless spinner 


There are other reasons, but you'll tind them out when you try it. 


Finished in the following colors 

M-22 Red and Aluminum. 

M-33 Red and Yellow. 

M-55 Rainbow. 

M-66 Fancy Green Back. 

M-99 Green Back, White Belly. 

M-66-S Fancy Green Back, Spotted Sides. 

Copy of the June Field and Stream sent, postpaid, to any inquirer, 
without cost, upon request. 

The price is $1.00 for the Bass size, $1.10 Pike size, $1.25 Muskie size. 
Send along to-day for assortment of two or three for your next trip. 
Also to be had at most good dealers. 


IMMELL BAIT CO., 26 Main St., Blair, Wis. 
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Why don’t YOU 
TRY 
the Celebrated Natchaug 


as Process Waterproof 
SILK LINE 
Send for Sample and 
New Catalogue 


AT ONCE 





THE NATCHAUG “ELECTRIC” SILK BRAIDED FISH LINE 


rs Waterproofed throughout by a new and exclusive Process, has met the approval of all 
Cc Expert Anglers who used it last season. 
—It is suitable for Fresh or Salt Water, and the best Fry and Barr Casting Line. 


WE SELL TO THE ANGLERS DIRECT 
The “ELECTRIC” will land the fish and last for years. 
THE ANGLERS’ SUPPLY CO. 


It Floats—It will not Kink—It is not Enamel 


P. O. BOX, 198, UTICA, N. Y. 














hand Safe for ‘tar nily, or bait « 
Stronger than we odd oF steel. U 
First Prize at Chi ag 





Light, easy to handle, no boatho 





KING FOLDING CANVAS BOAT CO. 


FOLDING CANVAS BOATS AND CANOES 


suse, leaks repairs here, always ready, che 5 t arr \ 
sting standin All sizes Ril be at lon linally and diagonall x he-sinkalle 
ithe U.S. N avy and Army, aud Canadian 






lds Pairs, Catalogue. 


691 Harrison St., Kalamazoo, Mich. 





Just two 
or three 


Strokes 
on the right hone 
each time you shave, 
works wonders—it’s a trick that 
make razors be- 
have. With a 


PIKE STROP-HONE 


you can touch up your razor on the hone side—takes 

hardly a second—then reverse aud strop. That's all, 
but it means a barber's edge every time, The hone can be used 
“dry’’—the strop cannot sag, There's nothing like this combina- 
tion and it's good for both safety fraps d old style blades, $1.00 at your 
hardware dealer’s or the same sent direct, prey paid by us. 


FREE—A Pike Stone 


Let us mail you our Pike India Vest Pocket Stone, nof for razors 
but for penkuives, office use, ete, It will show you how quickly 
all Pike Stones sharpen. Merely send us your dealer's name and 
4 cents for packing and mailing, We'll include “HOW TO 
SHARPEN"—a fund of useful facts on sharpening problems, 
You'll be pleased. Write today. 


PIKE MANUFACTURING CO. 
110 Main St., Pike, N. H. 





aud Foreign Governments Awarded 





A Killer 


detachable 
hooks, swims na- 
turally 


Ask for Polly wog Size 
$1.00 prepaid. 









Send for Cut 
ook 


Sv0k 


Galesburg, Mich, 





” tg J. LOCKHART 






















ITS PURITY HAS MADE IT FAMOUS 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER 











BEST FILLER 
FOR CANVAS 


Any puncture or 
leakin boat orcanoe 
canbe repairedinS 
minutes. It is as 
valuable to a canoe- 
ist as a repair kit to 
a bicyclist or auto- 
mobilist. Itisa 
Johnny-on-the- 
spot article that no 
boatman should be without. It does not dry up nor deteriorate 
in the can, but will be found equally ready for use in ten years 
as today. Friction top emergency cans, 25cts. each; 
by mail 30c. 

Send for circulars and samples. At all Sporting Goods Houses. 


L. W. FERDINAND & CO. 
201 South 8t. Boston, Mass., U. 8. A. 











a an Ons ener ned 
Cisne Stream SH Ye int 








Jeffery’s Special Marine CANOE GLUE 








THE “IDEAL” FISHING FLOAT 


(PATENTED ) 





Lasts a lifetime. Can’t get oui of order. The only Float for the 
angler who knows. 

Prices: 2 and 2'-in. 10c.; 3 and 34s-in, 15¢c.; 4-in, 5-in. 40c, 
Red & Green, White & Green, Brown Wate Rann? ae p lain Cork 
ASK YOUR DEALER—Mailed on receipt of price 
IDEAL FLOAT CO., Box 467, RICHMOND, VA. 





Largest Builders of 
2-cycle Motors in the 
World. Over 1000 
responsible dealers. 
Guaranteed by a big responsible concern. Write 
or big catalog—telis and shows you all about 
these high grade motors and how they are made. 
GRAY MOTOR CO., 742 Gray Meter Bidg., Detroit, Mich. 


H.P with Complete 
Outfit ready to install 






i ’ 
ALSO A%4TO 36NR 55 











; DESIGNED ESPECIALLY ron HUNTING ano FISHING 


LENGTH 16 FT SPccoe Mice 

(copper rastenco) SEND FOR compurre SPECIFICATIONS (MATURAL FINISH) 
= we acso canny IN STOCK & COMPLETE LINE OF 

S ROW BOATS - FAMILY BOATS — RUNABOUTS — CABIN CRUISERS 

Pe THE CLEVELAND AUTO BOAT MFG.CO, 1043 w. 11s ST. CLEVELAND, OHIO 
















Yours Te 


The sport with a thousand 
thrills! All you want to 
know about it — practical 
— the true how and 

en A all the little tips 
and inside facts about this trickiest of game fishing are put 


rigatin 1 hat Free Heddon Book 
itshowsyouinsump- about Bass Casting 


tuous colors the outfit 

you want—Heddon’s Genuine Dowagiac Split Bamboo Rods 

and Dowagiac Artificial Baits—the most scientific, certain and 
umane of lures, 


= JAMES HEDDON’S SONS, Dowagiac, Mich. 
Box 205 (Pronounce it __De-wah-j!-sek"’) 
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—go hunting 
with a true FOTOGUN 


T 


combined in a novel form. 


Of course you must insist. 


HE new “ENSIGN” folding reflex camera,—same full 
size, rigidity and perfection of the box type without 
the disadvantageous bulk. All the advantages re- 
tained, yet it folds to the small convenient size of only, 24x6x 
inches, So compact and mechanically correct that 


sheer force is required to put it out of order; automatic mirror; perfect 
balance; elegance, simplicity, effectiveness, all 


Note The camera trust sought to keep 

from you the“ENSIGN” 
made cameras—through its dealer con- 
tracts. But now all dealers will furnish them. 


Write for Catalogue of Ensign Cameras 













—London 





FOLDED 


New York Chicago 
Size 7%4x6x2% 24-26 E. 13th St. 320S. Wabash Ave. 


Many attractive new models and supplies. 
“ENSIGN” double instantaneous, non- 
curlable film fits any camera and makes 
better pictures. Just try it once. 


G. GENNERT 





OPEN 





Francisco 


San 
682-684 Mission St. Size of Photo 3'4x4 











Mr 


It is 
and ex 
A be 
packing 


Scrape 
it, and 
shelter. 

rhe 


tree-lir 
unnece: 

In « 
its sup 


more 





. “Go Light But Right” Crank 


acc ommodate two persons, the size being 6x8 feet. 
\_ waterproof floor cloth forms part of every COM PAC- 
TENT, insuring absolute freedom from ground dampness. 


weather—just peg out the floor cloth and throw peak line over 


keep the entire interior warm and comfortable. Let us tell you 


COMPAC-TENT CO. IDUANAPOLS, INDIANA 








QUARTERING VIEW 


Here Is The Tent For You 


the COMP AC- TENT, the result of years of experiment 

perience of “go light but right” cranks. 

d and shelter combined weighing but 334 pounds and 
into a parcel 4 by 16 inches. Set up, it will amply 


up a few leaves, straw, grass or brush, set your tent over 
your floor cloth gives you a comfortable bed inside your 


COMPAC-TENT can be set up in an instant in any 


nb — ad. A pole can be used if desired, but utterly 
ssar 

old i ather the COMPAC-TENT again demonstrates 
eriority. Owing to its shape, a tiny fire out in front will 


about it. Descriptive matter on request. 
If your dealer cannot supply you, send direct. Price 
$11.50, delivered by parcel post, C.0.D, Insist upon 
the COMPAC-TENT — There is none other like it. 











There’s just the difference between 
a raw poorly made cocktail and a 


Club Cocktail 


that there is between a raw, new Whiskey and 
a soft old one. 








The best of ingredients—the most accu- 
rate blending cannot give the softness 
and mellowness that age imparts. 


Club Cocktails are aged in wood before 
bottling—and no freshly made Cocktail 
can be as good. 


Vanhattan, Mar and , 
widard ds 1. rea 
‘oO ser through cra 1 


Refuse Substitutes 


At All Dealers 
G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Props. 
Hartford New York London 
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REDIFOR MODEL X 
4 Multiple Reel 








AT LAST 
SOMETHING FOR NOTHING 
Our Catalog 

ONE REEL FOR ALL 
KINDS OF FISHING 
A Casting Reel that won't over run 
nor tangle the line. 
Other Stuff 


REDIFOR ROD & REEL CO. 
Warren, Ohio 


REDIFOR MODEL F 
Self-Thumbing 
No Wires nor Springs 





Anti-Back-Lashing 
GUARANTEED. 100 YDS. 
Click and Drag—4 Multiple 
re $6.00 














The first hint of autumn will 
soon be in the air. Look to your 
outfit and, most important of all, see 
that you have a canoe—one you can trust. 


Send for the 
Old Town Canceé Catalog 


It tells the story of honest canoe construc- 
tion — what to expect — what to avoid in 
canoe buying. 


“Old Town Canoes” never “hog”’—only long-length 
planks go into them. 4 copper tacks at every rib, 
clinched, make them rigid and enduring. The oiled 
hull prevents absorption of water. 


The universal preference for “Old Town Canoes” has 
grown solely from performance. You may rely on 
them to realize your utmost expectations—the name- 
plate shown here is a pledge of satis- 
faction as strong as any guarantee. 
Agents everywhere. 3000 canoes in 
stock —quick shipment. Send for 
your copy of the catalog now. 


















mnplete Catalog Free 

Write for “ ‘i latest and best models in sailing, pad- 
dling and motor canoes. Kennebec Canvas Covered Canoes are 
unequalled in design, workmanship, durability. Easy to paddle, 
speedy, light. Draw little water. Best forall around use. 
Our special type sponsons make any canoe non-capsizable. 
KENNEBEC CANOE CO. 17R.R. Sq., Waterville, Me. 


id by dealers every where, 














GREEN BAY HUNTING BOAT 


HESE are the finest, safest and most complete hunting boats ever 
oftered to sportsmen. ‘hey draw very littie water and come in four 
sizes. Every sportsman who does much duck shooting should have 
one. Our years of experience has enabled us to produce a boat which 


has never failed to give satisfaction, Our beautiful iliustrated catalog 
showing the entire Sar line, will be mailed to anyone sendiny us 
6 cents to cover postag 

DAN KIDNEY & SON WEST DE PERE, WISCONSIN 
Boats on Exhibit General Office, 1112 8. Michigan Avenue, Chicago 


es 
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COMPLETE “FORESTER” CAMPING OUTFIT 


Forester Camping Outtits 


We make the packsack-sleeping bags, hooded 
forester tents, cook kits, etc., designed and patented by 
Warren H. Miller, Editor FIELD & STREAM. 

The best and lightest complete camping outfit yet 
designed. Total weight, 20 lbs., including tent, pack- 
sack-sleeping bag, stretcher bed or browse bag, cook 
kit, floor cloth and mosquito bar. Serviceable and 
adaptable to any climate and any temperature. Send 
for catalogue. 


THE FORESTER EQUIPMENT CO. 


Makers of Outdoor Specialties 
Windermere Ave. and Scarba St., Asbury Park, N. J. 
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—away with suspenders and belts ———nc— Ie — 


ve jj RRAY SANA 


‘*HIP-FIT”’ 
Florida Water § : 


Comfort 
“THE UNIVERSAL PERFUME ’’ 















Adopt the only practical and trim \ 
way of holding your trousers up. 


WEAR 


Stanford “HIP-FIT” 


The “* Invisible’ trousers supporter entirely 
eliminates suspenders and belts—gives perfect 
comfort—perfect neatness—perfect bodily free- 
dom at all times, under all circum-tances. Can't 
slip. Can't bind. Can't work out of acjustment. 
Takes all weight and pressure off the shoulders. Has elastic over hips 
and back—yields to every movement—pressure gentle and evenly 
distributed ; acts as an abdominal support. 









In World-wide Use for 
Over a Century. 














ROBABLY your grand- 

a mother used it; surely 
your mother does. Possibly 
you use it yourself, and know 
how cooling and refreshing 
it is in the Bath and Basin, 
how reviving on the Hand- 
kerchief, how truly indis- 
pensable in the Bath-room 
and on the Dressing-table. If 
you do not,—try it and see 
what you are missing. :: 3: 


Ask Your Druggist for It. 
Accept no Substitute ! 


Sanitary — Cool —Serviceable 


Thousands im use, all giving perfect satisfaction—no boy or man will 
wear suspenders or belts after wearing a “ Hip-Fit."" If your tailor 
or dealer cannot supply you, send waist measure taken 
comfortably above hips under trousers, accompanied by 
money order for $1, and we will promptly fill your order. 

Satisfaction Guaranteed or Money Refunded 

For men with large protruding abdo- 
men requiting more than ordinary sup- 
port, we make a combination trouser 
and stomach supporter. Price, 


HIP-FIT MFG. CO. 


60 P GRAND ST., NEW YORK 


=00C——00c——00e 


—0c— 





Sample size mailed for six cents in stamps. 
Ask for our booklet, **Health and Beauty.” 






































Eliminates Tailors, Dealers, and Side Line Lanman & Kemp, 135 Water St., New York 
Suspendersand Belts Salesmen are invited to write us. 
oc >00€ — | 
_ = | ——— eee a 
MULLINS CEDAR CANOES — a 
CANT SINK 
CANOES...... $18 andup HUNTING BOATS .....$20 and up 
ee famous Yale and Harvard sag song nenoar ROWBOATS....$18 and up FISH BOATS (shallow water). ..$22 
grade material—finest finished- the strongest, 
staunchest, handsomest, canoes built, When tons MODEL ROWBOAT for detachable waeter wet aes ee $35 
equipped with Mullins Patented Buoyancy Pads We can make prompt shipment. Mail orders receive careful 
these canoes have sufficient buoyancy to float attention until the boat has been delivered to you in good con- 
when capsized or filled with water and keep dition. 
two people afloat. Open gunwale construction CATALOG SHOWING AN UNEQUALLED ASSORTMENT 
-Keel—Heavy Pressed Bronze Bang Plates SENT FRE! 
peetocting shems. THOMPSON BROS. BOAT MFG. CO., Peshtigo, Wis. 
Handsome Colored Catalogue Free LONG DISTANCE PHONE No. ll 
THE W.H. MULLINS CO. : _« 
356 Franklin Street Salem, Ohio 














Makes A Motor Boat of ANY Boat 


After seven years’ success, we now offer the 
latest model of the original portable Marine 
Motor—a reliable 2 H.P. engine that will drive an 
18 Foot rowboat seven miles per hour for four 
hours on a gallon of gasoline. Simple — Light 
Strong. The greatest power for its weight of any 
motor. It weighs only 55 pounds. 


“PORTO”’—2H. P. Onor Off In Five Minutes 


You can adjust the Porto in a jiffy. Note this new model is. copper- 
jacketed, has under-water exhaust, steers with tiller ropes. Complete 
outfit (2 H.P. actual brake rating) sold on thirty days’ trial. 

New catalog showing Waterman Motors for all purposes mailed FREE 
Write for it today. 


WATERMAN MARINE MOTOR CO., 211 Mt. Elliott Ave , Detroit, Mich. 
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“INTERMEDIATE LAKES”’ 


Located in Antrim €o., Michigan, where you will 
find the best fishing in the state for Bass, Pike, 
Brook Trout, and Muscallonge. Our place is located 
about one mile from the R. R. station, in a fine 
grove, affe nadine plenty of shade and a good place to 
rest. For full information and reservations write 


W. C. Green The Maples, Bellaire, Mich. 











GOOD BASS FISHING IN MICHIGAN 


Although only one hour's ride from Grand Rapids, Whitefish Lake affords 
the advantages ofasuburban residence place with those ofa fishing and 
health resort. We invite sportsmen whose business or ple asure brings 

them into this section to stop over afew days or weeks and have a try at 
the camy Black Bass and other game fish with which our lake is stocked, 
and we assure comfortable accommodations and a hearty welcome to all, 


either at the hotel, or on our free camp grounds, Drop us a line for de- 
scriptive leaflet. 


HARTT’S RESORT, C. W. HARTT, Prop. 
PIERSON, MICHIGAN 











The John Fisk “Log Lodge” in the Woods 


Located on shores of bay my med Lake, four miles from village 
one mile lake front. Big log house, open fireplace. An ideal face 
for the tired business man. Quiet and restful 3est of everything. 
Finest water in state, home cooking. Fine fishing — muscallonge, 
bass, pike and trout Boating, sailing, bathing. Finest camping 
grounds—high, dry land. Tents and all essentials for furnishings 
at reasonable rates. Beautiful sites for cottages. Will build to suit. 


J. POND FISK Central Lake, Mich, 





Mascalonge and Bass Are Plentiful 


as well as wall-eyed pike, croppies and northern pike in the Man- 
trap-Elbow Lake chain, near Dorset, Minn. At Fisherman's 
Lodge we have neat and comfortable log cabins, surrounding 

ining-hall. Plenty of good food; much of it from our 
own ¢ Solid comfort combined with good fishing. Send 
for our book! let showir 1g photos of. our cabins, and map showing 


FISHERMAN'S LODGE 
A. O. WAMBOLD, Prop. Dorset, Hubbard Co., Minn. 





NORTHSTAR 
CAMP 
Hackensack, Minn. 


A perfect spot for sport 
and vacation, Write 


MRS, W., J. SPAIN 

















REAL FISHING in the WILDERNESS 


For Muskellonge and Bass 


WILD ANIMAL PHOTOGRAPHY 


Daylight and flashiught pictures of deer and other animals 
Dark room and developing outfit right here. A Small Place 
for Real Sportsmen, Write for folder. 


CAMPFIRE ISLAND CAMP, Glidden, Wis. 











For Good Quail and Duck Shooting 


in the south get a membership in our 140,000 acre 
game preserve in Mississippi. Charter membership 
still open—get ready for next winter’s shooting trip— 
dogs trained and furnished if wanted—large two story 
brick club house. Write at once for particulars and 
folder. 


A. J. Hackett, Sec’y. Dixie Club McComb, Miss. 


Tour Through Yellowstone Park 
To Index Peak Fishing and Hunting Camp 


Opens. May 15th. The finest sport there is—catching these gamy 
‘Trout in our mountain streams and lakes. Big Game:— Elk, Deer, 
Mountain Sheep, Black, Brown and_ Silvertip Bear, all can be 
gotten within 30 days. You won’t make any mistake in coming and 
getting yours. The camp is located in Wyoming at the foot of 
Hoodoo Mts.,on upper fork Clark’s River, on the east side of Y ellow- 

stone Park. A veritable paradise for the photographer. Complete 

ly equipped outfits. 


W. H. Kitchens, Guide, P. 0. Cook, Montana. Telegraph, Cody, Wyoming 


Big Game and Yellowstone Park Trips 


Now is the time to make arrangements for your Big Game Hunt 
for this coming Fall. Remember that the best guides and the 
best dates during the season are secured by those who 
make their plans early. Big game season, including Deer 
Elk, Mountain Sheep, Bear, Lion. Lynx, etc., September Ist to 
December Ist. We have complete outfits, horses, pack outfits, 
etc., for big game trips. and also fishine and camping trips through 
the Yellowstone Park and Rocky Mountains. 

RUMSEY & RUFF 
Pinto Ranch, Cody, Wyoming 











iu ou are interested in RANCH LIFE in WYOMING, in 
gp RING HUNTING for BEAR, 

YELLOWSTONE PARK, via_ the 
CODY ROAD or in FALL HUNTING ®&r ELK, MOUN- 
TAIN-SHEEP and DEER, write for illustrated booklets and 


particulars to 


FROST & RICHARD 


in CAMPING thru 


incomparably beautiful 


Cody, Wyoming 
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Spend Tews Vacation in 
Glacier National Park 


—a Tremendous Scenic Region 


Located in Northwestern Montana—in the heart 
of the American Rockies — this new national playground, 
with its 1,500 square miles of towering mountains and glistening glaciers, 


its teeming trout streams and 250 mountain lakes, 
cataracts— offers you a delightful vacation at small cost. 


its chasms and 
A magnificent 


new hotel has been erected at Glacier Park Station, the eastern gateway. 
A chain of Swiss Chalets, throughout the Park, operated in connection with 


this modern hotel, affords excellent accommodations. 


day, American plan. 
Vacation Tours $1 
to $5 a Day 


Tours through the Park by auto, stage, 
horseback, launch or afoot may be 
made at $1.00 to $5.00 a day. These 
tours comprise jaunts through fascin- 
ating scenery— over scenic mountain 
roads and trails and expansive glaciers, 
stopping enroute at the chain of Swiss Chalets 
orcamping out. The summer climate is cool— 
invigorating — delightful. 


Books Free — 





Rates $3.00 per 


Low Fares Every Day 
This Summer 


Low round -trip fares are in 
effect daily via the Great Northern 
Railway to Spokane, Seattle, Tacoma, 
Vancouver, Victoria, Portland and 
many other Pacific Coast points, per- 
mitting stop-overs at Glacier National 
Park. Special Convention fares on 
certain dates. 


Write at once for descriptive literature and aeroplane map- 
folder, containing full information as to the cost of the 


trip. Tear out the reminder coupon—-get these FREE books today. Address: 


C.W. Pitts, Gen. Agt. Pass. Dept.,210 S. a St., Chicago 
Phones: Harrison 893—3 


“See America First” 
Dept. 


America 


National Park Route 


S. Lounsbery, Gen. Agt 


1. A. Noble, Gen. Pass. Agt. 
Great Northern Rail 
117 St. Paul, Minn. 4 


. Pass. Dept.,1184 Broadway, New York 
Phone Madison Square 7725 
“SSS eee eeeeeeeaeee 


way * Reminder Coupon 


This is to remind you to 
write for booklets and 
 2erople ane map of Glacier, 
8 ® National Park. . 

Address: 

H.A. Noble,Gen. Pass. Agt. 


Great Northern Ry. §& 


Panama-Pacific International : 117, St. Paul, Mi 
Exposition, San Francisco, 1915 8 e Dept. t. Paul, Minn. s 


First” 


We guarantee advertising on this and opposite page provided you mention FIELD AND STREAM 
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DELAWARE & HUDSON 
RAIL and STEAMER LINES 





HE KNEW CHAMPLAIN 


In his day Lake Champlain was called CAN-I-A-DE-RI 
GUA-RUN-TE, “The Gate of the Country.”’ 
Now known as 


THE GATEWAY TO 
“The Summer Paradise” 


Saratoga Springs, Lake George, West- 
port, Elizabethtown, Essex, Schroon 
Lake, Lake Champlain, Hotel Cham- 
plain, Cliff Haven, Lake Placid, Saranac 
Lake, Cooperstown, Sharon Springs, 
all of these and scores of other charming 
places in this cool resort region suggest an 
infinite variety of happy vacation possibilities. 
“A Summer Paradise,” illustrated and full of 
definite information, sent for 6c. postage by 
A. A. HEARD, G. P. A., The D. & H. 
Co., Albany, N. Y. 























Always the Shortest, Quickest and Best 


Line Between New York and Montreal 
The Highway to Canada’s F. Resorts 

















“F manent s at Jr.” 





15 ft. over all, 42 in. beam, 1514 in. deep. 


Brass and copper fastened rowboat. White 
oak frame. Planking, fastened with copper 
nails to selected cypress or cedar. | pair ash 
oars. Removable racks and feet stretchers. 
Varnished seats, also from seat to gunwale. 
Built for detachable motors. 


If you want a good rowboat for little money 
here is your chance 


Pammer Boat Building Co. 
185 Milwaukee St. Milwaukee, Wis. 


GUARANTEED 
POR tire AMaeic AN 














| 30 PAYS’ MARINE MOTORS 


Simplicity, efficiency and relia- 
bility are some of the superior quali- 
ties of the AMERICAN, and are of 
vital importance to you. Starts with- 
out cranking, reversible, runs on 
gasoline, kerosene and ‘other fuel, 
very economical. All sizes 2 to 30 
.P, Lowest possible Prices. 
Write for new FREE Catalog. 
Good Demonstrator Agents 
and Boat Builders write quick 
for special terms and sales plan. 
We also build stationary 
engines—ask for circulars. 


AMERICAN ENGINE CO., 448 Boston St., Detroit, Mich. 


rods, 
to equip economically. Twocents ee brings it. 


Hildebrandt Company, 107 ss 


i iislen to New flies, baits, spin: 











You can’t miss a fish. It never fools you. It will 
not roll, wind does not affect it. There is never a chance 
of twisted or tangled lines. It’s practical. Try it 






Patented Two sizes: Small, ! ‘ly in. x 4 in., 20c.; 
large, 1 in. x 4% in., 25c. Stamps 
accepted. 


= TEE TER TAIL CO, 
24 South Parsons Ave., Flushing, L. I. 


True Anglers Use 





Because = is guaranteed to catch and hold better than a 
barbed hook, and you can remove the fish without injury. 
Yearlings, spawn, and their killing wastes thousands of eg 

Does this mean anything to you? It means ruin to @ gl rious 
sport, The Williams Barbles #8 Hook is a scientific and practical 
lure, No mechanism, just its ingenious shape. Highest qual- 
ity standar¢ i flies, $1.60 per doz. and bait hooks 23¢ postpaid 








All advertisements are indexed—See page 2A 


| LACEY Y. WILLIAMS, 61 Water St., Oak Harbor, Ohio 
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The Call of the 


Cool North Woods 


@ Have you ever felt the thrill of an out-of-doors vacation—a few weeks 
of real life by the side of some picturesque lake — away from everything 
that savors of your daily toil? If you have you are probably a staunch 
believer in “‘outdoor life.” If not, you’ve still to indulge in a vacation 
which surpasses all others. 

q From the Great North Woods of Wisconsin and northern Michigan Wild Nature 
— innumerable beautiful lakes and streams — the breath of the pine — the gamy bass 
—the vicious muskellunge— the agile trout and the toothsome pike—send out a 

call that “the man who knows” finds hard to resist. 



















~ @ Each summer he returns to the scene of his last years’ sport; each summer the 
\ appeal reaches many more, who have not known the charms of this region. 


@ Why don’t you arrange to go? Take a holiday in this wonderful country, 
where a thousand sparkling lakes, teeming with gamy fish await you. 







For full particulars apply to 
Ticket Offices 
Chicago and North Western Ry. 


A. C. JOHNSON, P.T.M.  C. A. CAIRNS, G. P. & T. A. 
Chicago, Ill. 














sso ooo eS eSe5)/0 











ST. REGIS CAMP| 













For Boys, in the Adirondacks. Established 1907 ‘Soo Line Fishing The medicine | 
All land and water sports and free tutoring in all yy cm =a ” oe 
school and college subjects by experienced teachers. De. ife ong, 4 = = 'o se ile Go 
$135 for season covers all expenses. References re- leasant . P Jee BR. ” 
quired. Send for booklet. Memories U \ ‘ 1s. ing 
Dr. P. R. LANGDON, SARANAC LAKE, N. Y, S 











The Country’s Most Famous 


FISHING 


“—o eee aia BY THE 
Soo Line 
Black Bass-Grey Bass: 


Muskallonge 


PIKE, PICKEREL, CRAPPIES, TROUT 
are hungry in the many lakes and streams of 
Minnesota—Wisconsin— Michigan 


o o . 

Putin the Summer in the Adirondacks 

Shake the “bright lights’ during the hot months and come up here 
in the Adirondacks where the Trout are bitiag in famous old Cran 
berry Lake, right at our front door. here is trolling for the big 
ones in the lake, and excellent fly fishing in the tributary streams. 
We have comfortable accommodations and good guides. Write for 
reservations at once. 


BEAR MOUNTAIN CAMP 
J. M. Balderson, Prop. Wanakena P. 0. St. Lawrence Co., N. Y. 








Uganda Railway 


Observation Cars pass through the Greatest Natural 


in search of Big Game make this district a hobby. 
Students of Natural History revel in this field of 
Nature’s own makirg. 

Most interesting literature sent free. 


Address, D. G. LONGWORTH 


Dewar House, Haymarket, London, S. W. 














e : 
7 Big Game Preserve Toe 
in the World. 
The Highlands of East Africa have become the 
fashion as a winter home for Aristocrats. 
Ss t sent Qe. SO 
portsmen 








For Fishing Rook, 
Game Laws, and 
Complete Information 
Address 
W. R. CALLAWAY 
Gen’! Passgr. Agent 
Dept.B-Soo Line, Minneapolis ey 
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Algonquin National Park of Ontario, A 2,000, 
000 acre Fores d Game Preserve. 1,700 feet 
elevation, Immune from Hay Fever 


Coolest and Highest Resort in Ontario 


“HOTEL ALGONQUIN” 


at Joe Lake Station 
, ideal Camping and 

















t rect 

r Three-Fourths of 

ci zakes and Streams, 

Compl Outfit ne and Provisioning Store, 
Canoe and Koat Livery. Guides pr 

enured, Every requisite and comfort for guests. 


Six and eight hours from Ottawa and Toronto 
with Pullman service, Booklet on request. @ 


L. E. MERRELL. 
Mowat, P. 0., Ontario, Can. 


AVING cruised for timber, 
trapped, guided, hunted and 
fished for twenty-five years I am 
prepared to give information with- 
out charge to any parties wishing 
to visit Newfoundland. 
Can furnish references in all 
parts of the world. 


R. B. STROUD 


Alexander Bay 
GLOVERTON, NEWFOUNDLAND 


Honey Harbor Camps 


In the heart of Georgian Bay; most 
beautiful scenery and finest fishing 
on Continent, 22 hours from N. Y. 


Muscallonge, Bass, Pike 
Lake Trout 
Private Camps, Tenting Outfits, 
Launches, Canoes, Boats, for rent 
by season, month, or week. Supply 
Steamer daily. New Camps built to 
suit. For Rates, etc., address 


W. E. PRESTON 
MIDLAND ONTARIO 


MACKENZIE’S CAMPS 


Located on the Famous So. West 
Miramichi River. Atlantic Salmon, 
Brook and Sea Treut Fly Fishing. 
Over 100 miles’ Canoe Trip with no 
carries. Accommodations at my home 
on the Banks of River for any who do 
not care for camp life. Mail 3 times 
per week. Moose, Caribou, Deer, Bear 
and Partridge Hunting from Sept. 
15th to Nov. 30th 


MURDOCK MACKENZIE 
Sparkle, New Brunswick CANADA 


Yelegraph Address, Bristol, N. B. 





| 


! 


} 


| 


For Your Spring Fishing Trip 
COME TO 


Lake Edward, Province of Quebec, Can. 





Very finest of trout fishing on the fl 
A number of new rigom 8 and streams, teeming 
with fish, just 


Lansentide House 
COTTAGES AND CAMPS 


accommodations for ladies ehildren 








is » men, in either He “% Camp, or 
1 outt 

\ t Bear, Dueck, and Grous 
whe fa Guises, can aindever 

thir Y urot her 

Beautiful cottases to rent for the season, 

Write for booklet A, map, rates, et 


ROBT. ROWLEY 





‘‘Ashamed to look a Bass in the fece!” 


That's what one of my last year’s guests 
said after a few days’ tussie with the gamy 
smali-mouths so plentiful here. Ojibway 
Island is on the famous Point-au-Barii cha 
nel, among the thirty thousand islands of 


Georgian Bay We can put you up most 
comfortably in the main house, the cottages 
—or tents if you prefer ‘Table well supphed 
with fresh vegetables, fruit, home-made 
bread and pastry—milk and cream from our 
wn cows. An ideal place where comfort 
and good-fellowship—rather than style 
reign No autos, no tennis, no golf, no noise 

but Bass /ishing—none better! Letussend 
you our illustrated booklet 


THE OJIBWAY, H. C. DAVIS, Mer. 
Ojibway | Island P.O. __ Ontario, Canada Canada 


| Hunt Big Game in 
a=? America 


Canada, Alaska 
Newfoundland 
I arrange and per 
sonally conduct Big 
Game Shooting ‘Trips 
for Moose, Caribou, 
Elk, Sheep, Goat, 
Deer and Bear. 
Highest References 


iC. T. Summerson, New York City 











Serpentine Ca mps 


Sportsmen—My camps are located 
right in the heart of the best big 
game country east of the Rocky 
Mountains. Home camp is delight- 
fully situated on Serpentine Lake 
(four miles long and from one-half 


mile to one mile wide). Salmon, 
Trout and Togue fishing. Moose, 
Caribou, Deer, Bear and Grouse. 


For full information write to 


PERCY B. FALDING 
Perth, Victoria. Co., 
New Brunswick. 


Telegraphic Address. Andover, N. B. 
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| “HIGHLANDS OF ONTARIO,” CANADA 


The Ideal Summer Resort District in America 


Includes MUSKOKA LAKES, LAKE OF BAYS, ALGONQUIN PARK, TIMAGAMI, 
GEORGIAN BAY, KAWARTHA LAKES, 
ORILLIA and COUCHICHING, and MAGANETAWAN RIVER DISTRICT 


ct 








i 
+ 





The New Camp-Hotel “Camp Nomini ” Algonquin Park 
Handsomely illustrated folder free on application J.D . McDonald, Merchants Loan & Trust B 112 West Adams St., Chi . IL; 
F. P. Dwyer, 290 Broadway, New York; J. Quinlan, Bonaventure Station, Meatreal: .. E. oles Union Staten, Tecentes I. H. 


Boynton, 256 Washington St., Boston; A. B. Gam, 507 7 Bldg., Pittsburg, and H. M. Morgan, 285 Main St., Buffalo, 





























W. E, DAVIS G. T. BELL i. G. ELLIOTT 
Passenger Traffic Manager Asst. Passenger Traffic Manager General Passenger Agent 
Montreal Montreal Montreal 
t Magaguadavic Valley Region, Charlotte Ce., New Brunswick | Yarmouth Nova Scotia 
Fully equipped fishing and hunting lodges. Excellent ? 
| cooks and a!l conveniences. Good boats, canoes and NO HAY FEVER 
motor boats. Careful and experienced licensed guides. Summer temperature averages 70 degrees at noon. First- 
Lakes and streams form over one hundred miles _ of 


class hotels. Boat 





Be bathing, salt and fresh water fishing, 


























| waterways. Trout fishing unexcelled in New Brunswick. shooting, golf; excellent roads. 
During open season, moose, deer, bear, partridge and eis i: sta w f 1 
woodcock most abundant. No hay fever. For particulars rite for Booklet 
and rates apply to J. BOND GRAY 
THOMAS A. SULLIVAN, Proprietor ’ i 
Correspondence solicited Bonny River, New Brunswick SEC’Y TOURIST COM. 232 MAIN STREET 
Our Big Game Hunting Camps NEWFOUNDLAND 
Sportsmen are you interested in big game hunting? If so our Fasily -ache from any “ej ries 
string of hunting camps for moose, caribou, bear and deer will , Easily reached from any plac in America, and 
make it still more interesting for you. Let us send you one of our when here you are certain to have good sport, besides 
free illustrated booklets which tells you all about our six camps being invigorated by the bracing air. There is any 
in northern New Brunswick. quantity of Salmon, Trout and Caribou, besides other 
li vou would like to have a real birch bark horn the kind that we game. I can fit you out and obtain good guides, Write 
use for calling moose, send us thirty five cents (2 cent postage and arrange a trip. 
stamps will do) and we will send you one by return mail postpaid. | J. R. WHITAKER . 
Imhoff Brothers Hunting Camps, Imhoff, Gloucester Co., N. B. The Bungalow Grand Lake, Newfoundland 
: io | me TIES FOR SALE 
| Hunt Big Game in New Brunswick PROPERTIES 
with Rainsford Allen, expert Moose caller. In fine country for 
Moose, Caribou, Deer, Bears, Partridges, etc. Also Trout fish- FOR SAI EE 
ing in Howard Peak Lake, Trout Lake and the beautiful Upper 
Keswick, that famous fly fishing stream. Moose season, Sept. 15 
to Nov. 30. Write for my booklet and complete information. TO SETTLE AN ESTATE 
State when you plan to make your trip and I'll tell you what you 
can expect at that time. Highest references. Two large tracts of land in Maryland erway 
2 ALI for game preserve, for a club or we: althy individua 
. RAINSFORD EN Within a few minutes’ ride of B. & O. R. R. sta- 
Stone Ridge, York County, NEW BRUNSWICK : 


tion, also electric line to Washington and new 


PICKFORD’S CAMPS ww Wines, Ge arte Wan eat 


twenty-five miles to Baltimore. 
RANGELEY LAKE, MAINE Good quail and rabbit shooting and some ruffed 
| On the best fishing groands of Rangeley Lake, for land- grouse and woodcock. If land is posted o 
me ee d iled ‘ie > snail shooting by outsiders prevented, quail and rabbits 
ocked salmon an square-tai ed trout. ishing exceptionally will become very plentiful. Plenty of woodland 
good this Spring. Individual log camps. Sitting room and also beautiful grain land. _ Plenty of water, 
with open fire-places. Bath rooms. Camps, one to ten small streams and springs. Write to 





rooms in each, Special rates to families for the season. ELLERY F. COFFIN MUIRKIRK, MD. 
H. E. PICKFORD. 
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Co'onel Roosevelt 


learnea the joys of woodcraft and camp 
life while spendine his college vacations 
with ‘Bill’? Sewall at 

. 
Hook Point Camps 
MATTAWAMKEAG LAKE 
Let ‘‘ Bill’ Sewall and his guides delight 
you also with deer and moose hunting, 
trout, black bass and salmon fishing. In- 
dividualcamps. Open fireplaces. Running 
water inallcamps. Motor boats. Canoes. 
Telephone. Camps under direct super- 
visionofMr.andMrs. Sewall. Circularfree. 

W. W. SEWALL, Proprietor 
ISLAND FALLS, ME. 


FISHERMEN 


Are you looking for a place where you 
can catch the BIGONES? The average 
weight on salmon at these camps for 5 
years was 6 lbs. 14 ounces. 

We offer you PRIVATE CABINS with 
open fire-places, bath rooms, twin beds, 
stc. 





Write for free illustrated booklet. 


Address BROWN’S CAMPS 
Center Lovell, Oxford ord Co., Me. — 


FoR YOUR SUMMER VACATION 

try Fairview Camps, excellent sum- 
mer fishing for trout and land-locked 
salmon, boating, canoeing and bathing. 


Private 
Log Cabins 


Our outlying camps make a fine side 
trip. For further information, write to 
EDWIN F.. FOWLER 
Fairview Camps 
Patten, Maine 
GRAND LAKE STREAM 
Washington Co., Maine 


Ouananiche Lodge and Cottages 
GRAND LAKE STREAM 


NORWAY — yee a CAMPS 
OBSIS LA 
We oe . Stream oe - fishing, 
both fly and trolling for Land Locked Salmon 
in the country. ‘omfortable beds and g: 
table. Send for booklet to 





Come and Try the Bass at Belgrade 


During the latter pa of July and all through 
August, the fly fishing for Bass is at its best at 

reat Lake, the largest of the famous Belgrade 
Chain. Square-tail Brook trout and Salmon 
may be taken all through the summer months. 
During September and October there is part- 
ridge and woodcock shooting. e have most 
comfortable accomm odations— individual cabins 
for families or smaller parties, living-rooms with 
open fire-places, modern sanitation, etc. Vege- 
tables from our own garden—milk and cream 
from our own Jersey cows. Only 70 miles b: 
railway from Portland. Write today for full 
information and booklet. 

BELGRADE LAKE CAMPS 
Francis D. Thwing, Prop. 
BELGRADE LAKES, MAINE 


-ZELLA ISLE CAMPS 


Big Fish Lake, Maine 


Now ready for trout season The best of fly 





fishing and summer sporting, located twenty 
miles from Portage Lake in the heart of North 
ern Aroostook, the home of ear, Thoose and 
deer. Family parties 8] ialty Unexcelled 
accommodations a) tully selected guides 
Por la ill h I ’ Moose Horn 
amps on Gree w Strear They are thirteen 
miles from Ashland and are reached by tean 


The Greenlow country is mountainous, covered 
by hardwood growth, which & open and easy to 
travel in. It contains Jots eer and more 
iT w of 
eliable guides, Ask me 
Address 


L. A. ORCUTT, Prop., Ashland, Me. 


Trout 
Deer 


Hay Lake Camps 


g Hay and Little Ha 
Lakes — 24 miles from Patten and in wo 
derful scenic and sporting territory 

Fine fishing in brooks and lakes. Salmon 
and Trout from good to large size and i 
numerable brooks and streams for trout 





Salmon 
Moose 


My camps are on B 


Hunting? Here is the heart of the wil- 
derness country and best feeding grounds 
for Moose and Deer. 


E. O. ARBO, Patten, Maine 


Write for descriptive circular 


. . . + 
Sebois Bridge Sporting Camps 
Registered Camps Registered Guides 

PATTEN, MAINE 
If you are seeking a pleasure trip this year, 
allow me to cail your attention to the wel 
known and well patronized pleasure grounds 
in the heart of the Maine woods. Our camps 
are located on the Sebois stream and ofter 
very fine canoe trips, as well as the fine 
scenery of the wild lands of Maine. Fisher- 
men will have a large selection of brooks, 
streams and lakes; fishing for trout,land lock 
salmon, togue and pickerel. Our hunting 
grounds lead al! of Maine. Our shipments 
are largest on record in Maine, as to moose, 

















































































oa" La STREAM coe. | bear, deer and partridge Pr vate log cabins } 
OSE, M felephone connectior For further infor- 
anager | mation write LUTHER HALL, Prop. 
GRAND > came STREAM, MAINE | Write for our illustrated booklet 
an \ 
4 
ew = | 
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Main Building, Woodland Country Club, Chatsworth, N. J. 


WOODLAND COUNTRY CLUB 


ABSOLUTELY unique in the annals of Clubdom. “Something Different ™ in country club > Five thousand acres, 
a lake and nine miles of Wading River (Western Branch), located in the very heart of 900 square miles of 

“smoking” pines and graceful cedars. Immediately adjoining and partly surrounded by a State Reservation of one 
hundred and ten thousand acres. Hunting, fishing and canoeing in a primitive forest, between two of the world’s 
largest cities; almost suburban to New York and angen midway between Lakewood and Atlantic City, with a 
climate obviously superior to either. Easily accessible by rail (C. R. R. of N. J.) or automobile. A soft, dry, piney 
atmosphere, agreeable, invigorating and healthful every day i in the year, particularly so during Fall, Winter and Spring. 
Its nearest approximation is found in the Carolinas, five hundred miles further south. Golfing, tennis and other out- 
door sports and games. Handsome, commodious Club buildings, with all modern improvements; open the year 
round, accommodating one hundred members and their guests. Old fashioned Virginia plantation food, service and 
hospitality. Camp and Bungalow Colony of Club members exclusively; each member owning his individual acre site 
? without cost. Unique and beneficial plan of membership. Nominal subscription fee the only cost—no assessments 
whatever—no dues for five years, then only $25 per annum. Members from many sections of the country form high 
class membership roll. Requirements: social agreeability and a love for the great big out of doors. Nothing just like 
this Club in America. For particulars address Club at Chatsworth, N. J., or F. D. Berry, Secretary, 430 Marbridge 
Building, New York City; Telephone, 5458 Greeley. 

(Note article by Warren Miller—“‘Wading River, a Canoe Trip,” page 314, in this issue.) 




















North and East Pond Camps Splendid Fly-Fishing for Sietnend Troat 


In the Belgrade Lakes are beyond a doubt the finest the fn fy-lahing ise landlocked elon pd" —_ iste fa june we have 
spots in America for the sportsman and vacationist. Fly is the fishing that has made "The Rangeleys" famous all over ae. tke 
fishing for bass during June 70 per day. Excellent bait ‘e have a group of seventeen rustic log camps on Loon Lake—where the 
fishing July and August. East Pond being the head- best fishing is found— and we can assure our guests of privacy and every 
waters of these lakes, furnishes the ideal fishing grounds. comfort, together with the benefits of living "close to oon One of 
A large farm in connection with each set of camps. FIELD & STREAM'S grand prizes for big trout caught here. Many 


fine trout streams within easy distances. May we send you booklet ? 
gc. W. CLEMENT, Oakland, Me 
Miss : : : - J. LEWIS YORK, York Camps, Rangeley, Maine 
Salmon, Trout and Black Bass Plentiful - 
b ful Lake K and by brooks ke this jeal ° 
tat as arambie tei” estate duanwiew aos FORKS of the MACHIAS CAMPS, Maine 














a combination of fishing is to be had. | Prize Winner in Field and 16 miles from ASHLAND by 
Stream’s Contest —, here, see story in July issue, 1912, page 308. 
ARRINGTON’S canoe or buckboard; at the junction of the North 

is situated in a Bits pine grove, within a stone’s throw of and South branches of the M achias River. 

Lake Kezar, and that makes an ideal combination. We have our BROOK TROUT—The Streams, 3ogans PONDS 

own farm, which spells fresh butter, eggs, vegetables and other and Lakes are filled with fine Brook Trout from 

“homey” luxuries. Write and tell us when you can come up. We'll % to 2% Ibs. each, There are ponds and lakes 
’ take good care of you. Illustrated booklet. - mut every one to five miles in every direction, 

W. H. FARRINGTON, Center Lovell, Maine Good Camps at all of them. 





Hunting, the best East of the Rockies. Par- 








‘ tridges, wild ducks, deer, moose or bear; you can 

Jamaica Point Camps on the Famous Belgrade Lakes get them with camera or gun. Fox and other 
Private Bungalows with Baths and Fire-places. Long distance fur animals very “plentif il, : 

Telephone. * Open as soon as the ice leaves the lake (about Canoe Trips through the primeval woods on 


enchanting lakes and streams 
New Country, New Camps, Old Guides 
Home comforts with "phone connection between 
the camp and your home or office. 


May 1). Fine Trout and Salmon fishing. ‘ The ve ry best Blac k 
Bass fishing in the world. <Adsolutely no Black Flies. “¥Excel- 
lent cuisine and service owing to the fresh eggs, butter, cream, 
chicken, vegetables and berries in their season from our 150 acre 


| 
farm run in connection. Write for booklets. din fer cnr Ghatvdial tela Mibuce deilitng Die eamadetit 
MARSHALL & STONE, Oakland, Maine HENRY RAPFORD, Registered Trapper and Guide 


After May 15, Belgrade Lakes, Me., Water Route. Ashland. Aroostook Co., Maine 
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It’s never too late 
to get a good lens- 
the Tessar can be fitted 
to almost any camera 


And with a Tessar you will find 
it easier to make sharp, clear 
pictures even in poor light — 
you will find that photography 
is no longer a matter of chance 
ee was with just an ordinary 
ens. 


Bausch lomb /erss 


‘TESSAR JENS 


— is so rapid, so exact, so remarkable in its illuminating 
power that it can do things you have never been able to 
expect from an ordinary lens. Made with scientific 
accuracy—to give a clear, bright image of the quickest 
movement—to work under light conditions from which you 
have been accustomed to get dim results or utter failure. 









: | 
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/f you are interested in better 
results, send for literature. 


Bausch £9 lomb Optical G. 


612ST.PAUL STREET ROCHESTER, N.Y. 


— 
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We Have Pald Thousands of Dollars 








Ww 
a Original square deal offer. Accept- 
nendine ee ance guaranteed if available 
> by Largest, Most Suc- 
s srofits if successful. . 
pe! . f 


to Amateur Song Writers. You may be able to 
write a steady seller and share in future profits. 
nd us your poems or melodies for only 


Used by U. S. Signal Corps 


cessful Music 
Publishers 


Superior Binocular 





| “‘The Near Distance’ 






Our handsome book 








sent FREE on request Express 





view and clearness of definitio: 
are seldom equaled. 


Globe Optical Co., Boston, Mass 
Chas. H. Wood, 13+ 














Its magnifying power, fiell 
1 




















Sent for $15, express paid. If for knock down frame with full sized pat- 
not satisfactory, return at our ex- Only terns to finish this 23 foot motor boat. 
pense. We refund your money. on 28s Speed 9% to 14 miles ar ir. You can 
A'so at dealers’. easily build it your aving 33 boat 

° 43 Linden St. builder’s price. We send complet ctions. Write 
Geneva Optical Co. .83{:2°37 ¥- ge te oe ait 


Book fully illustrated 
Also for sale by Brooks Mig. Co i t., Saginaw,Mich, 
8. Galeski Optical Co., Richmond, Norfolk and Roanoke, Va. ~ @- Co., S907 Sidney St... Saginaw, 
® Optical Co., Chicago, IL. 
om St., Onkland, Cal. 
J. Weiss & Sons, Montgomery, Ala. 
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You can get good 
pictures just as 
soon as you geta 


PREM 


You need no previous experience, no technical knowl- 
edge. Step into the dealer’s to-day and see for your- 
self, how easy Premos are to load and operate, how 
light and compact, and how altogether desirable. 





This picture is from a negative 
made with the Premoette Jr. No. 1, 
a marvelously compact little camera 
which will slip into any pocket, or 
a lady’s handbag, and costs but $5. 

And then there are the Film 
Premos No. 1, just as simple to 
operate, but making larger pictures 
—3l 4 x41 4> $10.00; 4x5, $12.50; 
3A (post card size), $12.50—and 
many other models ranging in price 
from $1.50 to $150.00. 


Get the new Premo catalogue 


A book that no one interested in photog- 
raphy should be without. It describes the 
many Premo advantages fully —the day- 
light loading Film Premos, the Premos that 
take films or plates with equal facility, 
the Premo Film Pack and tank developing 
system. 


It’s free at the dealer’s, or will be 
gladly mailed to any address on request. 





Rochester Optical Division From a Premoette Jr. No. 1 Print 
Eastman Kodak Co. Rochester, N. Y. Actual Size 
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The 


Vest 
Pocket 


KODAK 


Literally small enough to go into the vest pocket 





(or a lady’s handbag)—big enough to bring home all 
outdoors—a miniature in size, but lacking nothing 
of Kodak efficiency or simplicity. 
| Has Kodak Ball Bearing shutter with iris diaphragm stops, menis- 
cus achromatic lens, Autotime scale and brilliant reversible finder. 
Loads in daylight with Kodak film cartridges for eight exposures. 
A fixed focus makes it always ready for quick work. Lustrous black 
metal finish. 


Pictures, 154 x 2% inches. Price, $6.00 


Catalogue at your dealers, or on request. Free. 








EASTMAN KODAK COMPANY, Rocuester, N. Y., The Kodak City. | 


| 


cues a Te ee ee 
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You’re **The Picture Of Coolness’? In B. V. D. 


Y VRIFLEs don’t nag you—heat doesn’t fag you in Loose Fitting, Light 
Woven B. V. D. You’re not chafed and confined, as in tight fitting 
underwear. You /oy in the feeling of musc/e-/freedom, as well as in the 

coolness of B. V. D. Coat Cut Undershirts and Knee Leneth Drawers, or 

Union Suits. Comfort and common sense say ‘“‘B. V. D.” 

To vet genuine B. V. D. get a good look at the 
On every B. V. D. Undergarment is sews 
This Red Woven Labe 
MADE FOR THE } 


[=Avae} 


} BEST RETAIL TRADE } 





laré I 


st that your deale ells vo 
only underwear with the Bb. V. D 


labe 

B. F. D. ¢ ( er a? 
A ler r/ 

$7.00 and $1.50 the ¢ , 
. FT. 2. Suit p [ 


The B.V. D. Company, 
New \ ork. 
Nfon Lliy y dgency 


ALDERMANBURY, FE. ( 





Copyrights U.S.A. 1913 by 
Bass scr" F The B.V.D. Company. 
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First came = Safety Razor, 
eliminatin e dull blade and 
all danger ae cutting oneself 
And this reduced the discom- 


fort of shavin Bas 


p ail 
amore conver t 
1 a lather, thus reduc- 
pleasant features of the shav 


+: tal comes 
of 100% delight 

















mami New Shaving Cream 


CAUSTIC 





cna 


A new kind of shaving cream that puts an 


rn] irritat 
ana ricci 


prov ding a quick, Ccasyv, CON fort 


for even the man \ the tenderest skin or the toug 


100 Efficient. No lengthy working up of the 
mussv rubbing in’’ with the fingers; just a_half-ing 


a few strokes of the brush, and a generous lather 


100 Comfortable. No “rubbing in” to irritate the skin: no free 


iustic to burn and smart the face; acool finish, and a healthy skin. 


100’, Convenient. © re hexagonal screw top is — 


It fits the fingers: e: and quick to come off and go on; can't roll 


nan’ssize 


.way when you put it down; the cream is locked in the tube—sanitary. 


GERHARI IENNEN COMPANY 
42 Orar tr |. 


N 
Newark, N, 








